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ln prayfe of the Amhour, and his fol- 
lowing Poeme. 

T Is both the life of Aft ’.on and of wit , 

When A ft or s fo the finci d humours hit , 

‘ Asif’twixt them andth' Auvhour there were jtnfc 

How etch to other f mid give mutualllife . 
the laft this wanted not. Invention fir ayes 
Herein full many pleafmt turning m es > 
jhat like Meanders their cur Id circles bend, , ^ , 

Jet in a fmooth fireame ranne to crowne the 0a. 

Then 'tisauthorizdby the Authors name ?, 

Whenever writ but with fuchfprightly flame* 

As if the Mufes jointly didinfpire, 

His raptures only with t heir facred fire. 

Andyet perhaps if did participate 
At fir (l prefenting but of common fate 
When ignorance was judge ? and but a few 

■, i What was legitimate, v^athafiardfinew. 

The world’s groivne wifer now : each man can fity 
* Fletcher made it ’tis an exc lent play . 

Thus Poemes like their Authors may be fed. 

Never to live ’ ttllthey have firfi beenedem. 



# 



Rich ; Btofeg, 



V v , . 
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The Life and Death of 

King¥\ichard the fecond. 



<t4Bus Prinifls, Sc^na Printa , 



Enter King Richard, Iohn a Gaunt, with other 
Nobles , and Attendants. 

King Richard 

JLd 1'obn of time-honoured Lancaster, 

Hall thou according to thy oath and band. 
Brought hither Henry Hereford , thy bold fon * 

1 Here to make good,the boyfterouslate appeale 
Which then our leafure would not. let v$ heare, 

- Againft the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray 

Gaunt. I haue my Liege. J 

; K ' u g* Tell me moreover, had thou founded him, 

Ifrhe.appeale the Dukc.on ancient malice, 5 
Or worthily as a good fubieet lhould. 

On fome knowne ground of treacheiy inhim. 

Gaunt. As ncere as 1 could fift him on that argument . ■ ' 

On lome apparant danger ; lecne in him, 

Aym d at your highne{l'e,nor;inueterate malice. 

y»g. Then call them to our prefence face to face 
And frowning brow to brow, our fclues will heare' 

„Y , ac ^ uler ' a °d che acculed, freely fpeake . 

High ftomack’d are they both, and full of ire • 

Jnrage, deafeasthe fea ; haftyashre. 

A 



> 
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The Life and Diath 
Enter Bnllingbrookc ,and Mowbray* 

Bui, Many yeeres of happy dayes befall 
My gracious Soveraigne, my loving Liege* 

Mow- Each day ftill better others happinefTe, 

Vntill the heavens enuying earths good hap, 

Adde an immortall title to your Crowne* 

King. We thanke you both, yet one but flatters vs, 

As well appeareth by the caufe you come, 

Namely to appeale each other of high treafon. 

Cofin of Hereford, what doft thou obi eft 
'Againft the Duke of Norfolk? y Thomas Mowbray ? 

'Bui. Firft, (heaven be the record of my.fpeech,) 

Inthe devotion of a fubefts love, 

Tendring the precious fafety of my Prince, 

And free from other mif-begotten hate, * 

Come 1 appelant to his Princely prefence. 

Now Thomas Mowbray , doe I turne to thee, 

And marke my greeting well; for what 1 fpeake. 

My body fhall makegood upon this earth. 

Or my divine Soule anfvver it in Heaven. 

Thou art a Traytor,and a milcreant ; 

Too good to befo,and too bad to live. 

Since the morefairc andChriftall is the S^ie, 

The uglier feemes the Clouds, that in it flye: 

Once more, the more to aggravate the note, 

W ith a foule traitors name,ftuffe I thy throat , 

And wifh (fopleafe my Soveraigne) ere I move, 

What my tongue Ipeakes, my right'drawne Iword may 
Mow. Let not my coole words here accufe my zeale : 
Tisnot thetryallof a womans warre. 

The bitter clamour of two eager tongues. 

Can arbitrate this caufe betwixt us twaine : 

The blood is hot that mull be cool’d for this. 

Yet can . I not of fuchtame patience boaft, 
Astobehuftit,and nought at all to fay. 

Firft, the faire reverence of your Highncfle carbes me. 
From giving reines and fpurres to my free fpeech. 

Which once would poft, untill it had return’d 



prevail 
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of Richard the fecond. 

Thefe termes of treafon, doubly downe his tfiroat. 
Setting afide his high bloods royalty. 

And let him be no kinfman to my Liege, 

I doe defie him, and I fpit at him, ^ 

Call him a flandrous Coward, and a Villaane: 

Which to maintaine,! would allow him oddes, 

And meet him, were I tide to runne a foote. 

Even to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, . 

Or any other groimd inhabitable, 

Where ever Englifli man durft fet his foote* 

Meane time, let this defend my royalty. 

By all my hopes moftfalfely doth he lye» 

Bui. Pale trembling Coward, there I throw my gage. 
Declaiming here the kindred of the King, 

And lay afide my high bloods royalty. 

Which feare, not reverence makes me to except," ^ 

If guilty dread have left thee fo much ftrength, r 
As to take up mine honours pawne,then ftoope. 

By that, and all the rights of Knighthood elfe. 

Will I make good againft thee arme to arrne. 

What 1 have fpoken, or thou canft devife. 

Mow . I take it up,and by that fword I fweare. 

Which gently layd my Knighthood on my fhoulder, 
Ileanfwer thee in any faire degree. 

Or Chivalrous defigne of Knightly try all ; 

And when I mount, alive may I not light. 

If I be traytor , orun/uftly, fight. 

King. What doth our Cofin lay to Mowbray es charge 5 
It muft be great that can inherite us. 

So much as of a thought of ill in him. 

Bui. Looke what I fayd my life fhall prove it true. 
That Mowbray hath receiv’d eight thousand Nobles, 

In name of lendings for your highneffe Souldiers, 

The which he hath detain’d for lewd imployments, 

Like a falfe Traytor, and iniurious Villaine. 

Befides 1 fay, and will in battell prove. 

Or here or elfewhere to the furtheft Verge. 

That ever was iurvey’d by Englifh eye, 

A 3 That 



The Life and Death 

That all the trealons of thefe cighteene yeares 
Complotted and contrived in this Land, 

Fetcht from falie ^Mowbray their firtt head and fpring. 
Further I lay and further will maintaine 
Vpon his bad life, to make all this good. 

That he did plot the Duke of (] letters death, 

Suggeft his loone beleeving adver fades, 

And confequently like a Fraytor C oward, 

Slue d out his innocent foulethroughlftteamesof blood 
W hich blood , like lacrihcing -Abels cryes, 

(Even from the tonguelefle ca vernes of the earth) 

To me for Iuftice, and rough chafticcment : 

And by the glorious worth of my deicent. 

This arme (hall doeit,or this life be fpent. 

King. How high a pitch his refolution foares , 

Thomas of UTorfolhe , w hat layeft thou to this ? 

Afow.Oh let my foveraigne turn© away his face. 

And bid his eares a little while be deafe,' 

Till 1 have told this flander of his blood** 

How God and good man hate fo fowle a Iyer- 
Kir.g. More bray , impartial! are our eyes and eares, 
Were he our brother, nay, our Kingdomes fieire, 

As he is but our fathers brothers lonne • 

Now by my Scepters awe, I make a vow, : 

Such neighbour-neerenefle to our facred blood, • 
Should nothing priviledge him, nor partiaiize 
I he unftoopingfirmenelleofour upright (oule. - 

He isour fubie<ft (Mowbray) fb art thou, 

Freefpeech and fearelefTe, rtotheeallow. 

Mow. ThcnBulUngbrcoke as low as to thy heart. 
Through thefalle pafTageof thy throat; thou ly elf:' 
Three parts of that receipt I had for Caffice, •'*» • K :: ' 
Disburft I to his Highnetfe fouldiers ; 
ihe other part referv’d Ibyconfent, 

Eor that my foveraigne Liege wasin my debt, 

V pon remainder of a deare account, ■ 

Since laft l went to France to fetch his Qucene: 

Now lwallow dovvnethat Jye-For Gutters death 



T-lfl if 






Richard the ftcond . 

IflevV him not ; but (to mineovvne difgrace) 

Negletfed my fvvorne dutyin that cale : 

Foryou my Noble Lord of Lancafter, 

The honourable father to my foe. 

Once I did lay an ambufh for your life, 

Atrefpaflethat doth vex my grieved foule: 

But ere I laft receiv’d the Sacrament, 

Idid confelfeit,and exa&ly begg’d 
Your Graces pardon, and I hope I had it. 

This is my fault: as for the red appeal’d. 

It illiies from the rancour of a villaine, 

A recreant,and moft degenerate Traytor, 

Which in my felfe I boldly will defend, 

And enterchangeably hurle downe my gage, 

Vpon this overweening Traitors foot. 

To prove my felfe a loyall Gentleman, 

Even in the belt blood chamber’d in his bofome. 

In hade whereof mod heartily I pray 
Your Highnefle to afligneour tryall day. 

King. Wrath kindled Genlemen be rul’d by me; 

Let’s purge this choller without letting blood ; 

This we preferibe , though no Phyfition. 

Deepe malice makes too deepe inciflon. 

Forget, forgive, concl ude, a nd be agreed, 

Our Do& ors fay, this is no time to bleed- 
Good Vncledet this end where it begun. 

Wee 1 calme the Duke of A T nfolke ^ you vour fonne * 
Gaunt. To be a make peace fliall become my a°e, 
Throw downe(my fonnc)theDuke of Norfolk? oe. 
King. And -V orfolke, throw downe his. J ° 
Gaunt. VV hen Harry when? Obedience bids. 
Obedience bids, I fliould not bid agen. 

King.Ne rfolkey. hro w downe,we bidjthcreis no boote 
MowMy felfe I .throw (dread Soveraigne)at tby foot. 
My life thou fhalt command, but not my fhame, 

The one my duty owes, but my faire name 
Defpjght ot death that lives upon my grave . 
l odarkc difhonours ufe. rhnn n-oir r.™- 




The Life and Death 

I am difgrac’d, impeach’d, and baffel d here, 

Pierc’d to the foulewith Handers venom' d Ipeare : 

The which noBalmecancure, but his heart blood 
Which breath’d this poyfon. 

King. Rage mull be withftood : 

Give me his gage: Lyons make Leopards tame. 

A/<w.Yea,butnot change his fpots take but my Ihame, 
And I rcfigne my gage* My deare, deare Lord, 

The pureft creature mortall times afford. 

Is fpotlefle reputation: that away. 

Men are but gilded loame,or painted clay. 

A jewell in a ten-times barr’d up Cheft, 

Isa.bold Ipirit in aloyallbreft. 

Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one : 

Take honour from me, and my life is done. 

Then (deare my Liege) mine honour let me try. 

In that I live, and tor that will I dye. 

King. Cofin throw downc your gage, 

Doe you begin. ' 

BhI . Oh heaven defend my foulefrom fuch foule finne. 
Shall I feeme Crcft-falne in my fathers fight, 

Gr with pale beggar-fearc impeach my height 
Before this out-dar’d daftard? Ere my tongue. 

Shall wound mine honour with fuch feeble wrong j 
Or found fo bale a parle : my teeth Ihall tcare 
The flavilli motive of recanting feare. 

And lpit it bleeding in this high difgrace, 

' Where Ihame doth harbour .even in Mowbrayeshcz. 

Ex ft Gaunt* 

King. We were not borne to fue, but to command, 
Which fiuce we cannot doe to make yon friends, 
Beready,(as your lives fliallanfwer it ) ^ 

At Coventree, upon Saint Lamberts day : 

There fhallyour Swords and Lances arbitrate 
The lweiling difference of your fetled hate : 

Since we cannot atcone you. you lhall fee 
Iuftice defigne the Vidors Chivalry. 

Lord Marlhall, command our Officers at Armes, 
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of Richard the feeond. 

Be ready to dhed thefe home, Alarmes.’ 



Exeunt? 



Scana Secunda ♦ 



Enter Gaunt, and Dutchejfe of Glocefler* 

Gaunt . Alas, the part i had in Gloflers bloody 
Doth more foHcite me than your exclaimes. 

To lfirre again!! the butchers of his'life. 

But fince correction Iyeth in tho.fe hands 
Which made the fault that we Cannot co.rre<5f. 

Put we our quarrell to the will’ of Heauen, 

Who when they fee the hourcs ripe on earth. 

Will raigne hot vengeance on offenders heads* 

Dut. Finds brotherhood in thee no fliarper Ipurre ? 
Hath love in thy old blood no lining fire ? 

Edwards feven tonnes ( whereof thy lelfe art one ) 

W here are leven vialles ofhis facred blood. 

Or feuen faire branches Ipringing from one roete: 

Some of thofe feuen areqryed by natures courfe. 

Some of thole branches by the deftinies cut: 

Bur Thomas, my deare Lord, my life, my G [oiler, 
OneViall full of Edwards lacred blood, 

One flourifhing branch of his moll Royall roote 
Is crack’d, and all the precious liquor fpilt ; 

Is hack? downe,and his fummer leaves all vaded 
By Envies hand, and Murders bloody Axe. 

Ah Gaunt ? His blood was thine,that bed, that wombe, 
That mettalljthat felfe-mould that fafhion’d thee. 

Made him a man : and though thou liu’fl and breath’ll 
Yet art thou flainem him : thou doeflconfenc 
In feme lat-ge meafure to thy Fathers death 
„ r , lhat thou tb y wretched brother dv 
Who was the modell of thy Fathers life, 

Incil"®' p u ienc L e (f^itis defpairc. 

In 'offering thus thy brother to be ifefoer’d 



1 ; 



The Life and Diatb 

Thou ihew’ft the naked pathway to thy life', 

’Teaching fterne murther how to butcher thee; 

Tfia t which in mcane men we intitle patience 
Is mle cold cowardife in noble breafts : 

W hat fhall 1 fay, to fafegard thine owne life. 

The beft .way is to venge my < jiotters death* 

Gaunt. Heavens is the quarrell : for Heavens lubftitute 

His Deputy annoynted in his fight, 

Hath caus’d his death , the- which if. wrongfully 
Let heaven revenge : for I may neuer lift . 

An angry arme againft his Mini fier* - . 

But. Where then (alas) may I complaine my felfe? 
Gan. To heavetv,the widdowes Champion to defence. 
D»,*.Why then I will = farewell old Gaunt. 

Thou go* ft to Coventry , there to behold 
Our Cofin Hereford , and fell Mowbray fight;. 

0 fit my husbands wrongs on Hereford; fpeare. 

That it may enter butcher Mowbrayes hreaft ; 

Or if misfortune mifle the. fir ft carreere. 

Be Mowbray es finnes fofieavy in his bolome, 

1 hat they may breakehis foaming couriers backe. 

And throw the Rider headlong in the Lifts, 

A Caytifferecreantto myCofin Hereford. 

Farewell old Gaunt, thy fometimes brothers wife j 
With her companion Greefe., muft end her life. 

Gau. Sifter fare .welL; I muft to Couentry, 

As much good ftay with thee , as go with me* 

But. Yet one word more Greefe boundeth where it' 
Not with the empty hollowneffe, but weight, f falls?* 
I take my leaue before I haue begun, 

For forrow ends not : when it feemeth done* 

Commend me to my brother Edward forke* y 

Loe, this is all : nay yet depart not fo, 

1 hough this be all , do nor fo quickely goe, 

I Qiall remember more. Bid him, Oh, what ?; 

W ith all good fpeed at Plefhie vifite me> 

Alacke,and what fliall good old Torke there fee 
But empty lodgings, and unfurnilh’d wallcs, u 
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of Richard the ftcond . 

Vn -peopl’d Offices, untroden ftones? 

And what heare there for welcome, but my groanes? 
Therefore commend me,let him not come there, 
Tofeeke out forrow, that dwels every where: 
>'Defolate,defolate will I hence and dye. 

The laft leave of thee,takes my weeping eye* Exeunt . 



Scand 



Enter Mar fall, and oAumerle. 

Mar . My L. Aumerle , is Harry Hereford arm’d ? 
Aum. Yea, at all poynts, and longs to enter in, 

Mar. The Duke of Norfolke, fprightfully and bold, 
Stayesbutthe iummonsof the Appellants Trumpet. 

An. Why then the Champions, are prepar’d,and ftay 
For nothing but bis Maiefties approach. 

■Eiourifhe 

Enter King , GauntfBnfy , Bagct, Greene, 
and others'. Then Mowbray in Ar- 
mor,, and Harrold, 

Rich. Marfhall, demand of yonder Champion 
The caufe of his arrivall herein Armes, 

Aske him his name, and orderly proceed 
To Iweare him in the /uftice of his caufe. 

Mar. In Gods Name, and the Kings, fay who thou art,' 
And why thou com’ft, thus Knightly clad in Armes ? 
Againft whatman thou com’ft, and what’s thy quarrell, 
Speake truely,on thy Knighthood, and thine oath. 

As fo defend thee heaven, and thy valour- 
Mow. My name is Tho.CMowbray, Duke of Norfolke 

Who hither come, engaged by my oath 

(Which heaven defend a Knight ftiould violate) 

Both to defend my loyalty and truth. 

To God, my King, and hisfucceedingiflue, 

Ag ainft tbe Duke of Hereford, that appealed tr*e. 

B a Ani 



The Life and Death 

Arid by the grace of God and this mine arme. 
To pc'oue him (in d efendmg ef thy fetfe) - ; 

- * 1- i I-Mfr 1 /■‘N't 




lo! 



(thcr 



Tucket. Enter Hereford. and HdrclJ, 
•^ ;C (' , MarnialI : ask e yon der Knight in. Acmes* 

Both who he is, and why he commeth hither. 

Thus placed in l-ab^mpr^t^fw^re; 

And formally according to our Law 
Depole him in the -iuifice of -his caufe. 

Mar. VV hat is thy na^and w Wfore coin’d thou hi- 
Before King Richard iifhis R<^all lifts ? ' . 

Againrt whom com’ftkhon) ■■ and -'whafs thyquarreli? 
Speake like a true Knight fo'defendthee Heaven 1 . 

Biil. Harry of Hereford^ Lanc*ftstjm& Derbj s 
Ami: who ready here doe hand in Armes, 

To prove by heavens grace ,; and my bodies valour. 

In Lifts, on Thomai Mawbruy Duke of Norfolke, 

That he sa Traytorfouleand dangerous, 

To God of heaven. King Richard, and to Are, 

And as I truely fight, def nd me heaven. 

Mar. On paine of death,no perfon be lo Bold. , . 

Or daring teirdy as to touch the Lifts, : 

Except the Marfhall, aftd filch Dfjjcets " : - 50 ‘ :!;,s ' ,9r ‘ i 

Appoynted todireathelbfamedbfignes. :r: ' : yr L 

Bui. Lord Marfhalljlet me kiffe rhy Sotferaignes hand, 

And bow my knee before his Marefty • 

For Mowbray and my felfeare like two men, 

That'vowa longand weary 'pilgtirnage, 4 1 ; ? nv/ "'f % 
£ hen let vs take a ceremonius leaue 1 

farewe11 ef °«r Overall friends. 

, , <lr ' The Appealant in all duty greets your Higbncs 
Al !? d Tw tD % y? ur h ahd,and take his leaved ' 

CoHn & W f ^ cc [^ an(: ^foId him inonrarm.es, 

C ofin of Hereford as thy caufe is soft, .‘.y ' ' " f n T 

So be thy fortune in this rqyall fight : 

FarevyeJljmybtepd; which if to day thou Ihead, 






#/ Richard the 



fecond. 



lamertt we may, but not reuenge thee dead. 

Bui. Oh let no Noble eye prophane a teare 
For me, if I begoadd with Mowbrayes fpeare: 

As confident, as is the Falcons flight 
Againft a Bird,doe I with Mowbray fight. 

My loving Lord, 1 take my leave of you. 

Of you (my Noble Cofin ) Lord Humerle ; 

Not ficke, although I have to doe with death, 

But lufty, young, and chearely drawing breathe 
Loe, as at Englifh Feafts, fo I regreet 
Thedaintieft la ft, to make the end moft fweet* 

Oh thou the earthy author of my blood. 

Whole youthful! fpirit in me regenerate. 

Doth with a two-fold vigor lift mb up , , v 
T o reach at victory above my head , 

Adde proofe unto mine Armdur With thy prayers. 
And with thy bldfiftgs fteelemy Lances-poynt, 
That it may enter Mowbrdjes waxen Coate* 

And Furbilh new the name of John a Gaum , 

Even in the lufty haviour of hisfonne. 

Gaunt. Heaven in thy good caufe make cheeprofp 
Be fwift like lightning in the execution. 

And let thy blowes doubly redoubled. 

Fall like amazing thunder on the Caske 
Of thy amaz'd pernicious enemy. 

Rouze up thy youthfullblood.be vafiant,and live." 

"Bui. Mine innocence, and S. George to thrive. 

Mow. How ever Heaven or fortune caft my lot. 
There lives,or dyes, true to King A i_chkr ds I hrone, 
Aloyall, iuft,and uptight Gentleman: 

Never did Captiue with a freer heart, 

Caft off his chaines of bondage, and embrace 
His golden uncontrolled enfranchifement. 

More than my dancing foule doth celebrate 
ThisFeaftof Battle,- with mineadverfary. 

Moft mighty Liege,and my companion Peeres, 
Take from my mouth, the wifh of happy yeares. 

As gentle, and as joebnd, as to jeft. 




The Life and Death 

Coe I to fight : Truth, hath a.quiet breaft. . r 

-£/c6.Farcwell,my Lord,fecurely I elpie 
Vertue with valour, couched in thine eye : 

Order the tryall Marfnall,and begin. 

Mar -Harry of Hereford, Lancafter.,and Derby 
Receive thy Lance, and heaven defend thy right. 

Bui- Strong as a Towre in hope, I cry, Amen. 

Mar. Goe beare this Lance to Thomas D-of Norfolke, 
i Har. Harry of Hereford,Lancafter,and Derby, 
Stands here tor God.hisSoveraigne, and himfelie. 

On paine to be found falfe and recreant, 

T o prove the Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Mowbray , 
ATraytor to his God,his King, and him. 

And dares him to fet forward s to the fight. 

2. Har- Here (land eth Tho,. Mowbray Duke of Norfolke 
- On paine to be found falle.and recreant. 

Both to defend himleife,and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancafter, and Derby, 

To God,his Soveraigne, and to him difloyalh 
Couragioufly, and with a freedefire. 

Attending but the fignall to. begin. A charge founded. 

Mar- Sound Trumpets,and let forward Combatants. 
Stay, the King hath, throwne his Warder dovvne. 

Rich. Let them lay by their Helmets and their Speates, 
And both returne backe to their Ghaires againe: 

W ithdraw with us,and let the Trumpets found. 

While wereturne thefe Dukes, what wedecree? 

A long flourifh.4 

Draw neere. and lift 

What with our councell we havedone. ' ' ; 

For that our Kingdomes earth fhould not be foyld 
With that deare blood which it hath foftered. 

And for our eyes doc hate the dire afpe& 

wounds plough’d up with neyghbours fwords, 
Which fo rouz d up with boyftrous untun’d drummcs, 

*W xth harfli refounding Trumpets dreadfull bray. 

And grating ftiocke of wrathfull yron Armes, 

Might from our quiet Confines fright faire Peace, 

■ ' And., 
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of Richard the fecond. 

Rnd make us wade even in our kindreds blood: 
Therefore, we banifli you our Territories, 
y Ga Cofin Hereford, upon paine ofdcath, 

Till twice five Summers have enrich’d our fields, 
Shall not regreet our faire Dominions, 

But tread die ftranger paths of banifhment. ^ 

Bnl- Your will be done : this mu ft my comfort be. 
That Sunnethat warmes you here (hall fhine on me : 
And thofe his golden beames to you here lent. 

Shall poynt on me, and gilde my banifhment. 

Rid- Norfolke: for thee remaines a heavier doome- 
Which I wkh fomc unwillingnefle pronounce, 

Thefiye flow houres (hall not determinate 
The datclefle limit of thy deare exile : ' 

The hopeleffe word, of never to returne. 

Breathe againft thee, upon paine of life, . 

Mow- A heavy fentencemy mo ft Soveraigne Liege, 
And all unlook’d for from your Highneffe mouth s 
A deerer merit, not fo deepe a maime. 

As to be call forth in the common' ayre 
Have I deferved at your Highneffe hands. 

The Language ,1 have learn’a thefe forty yeares 
(Mynative Englifli ) now I muft forgoe, 

And now my tongues ufe is to me no more. 

Then an unftringed Vyoll, or a Harpe, 

Or like a cunning Inftrument cas'd up. 

Or being open, put into his hands 

That knowes no touch to tune the harmony. 

Within my mouth you have engaol’d my tongue 
Doubly purcullift with my teeth and lips. 

And dull,unfeeiing, ’barren ignorance, 

Is made my- ‘gaoler to attend on me: 

I am too old to fawne upon a Nurfe, 

To farre in yeares to be a pupill now i ■ 

What is thy fentencethcn^but fpecchlefie death, 

.Which rob s.my tongue from brcacheitte native breath ? 

Rich, It boots thee not to becompaihonate. 

After our fentencc, plaining comes 1 too late- 



r 



• The Life and Death 

Mow, Then thus I turne me from my Countries light 
To dwell in fblemne {hades of endiefte night. 

i?/f/j.Returne againeand take an oath with thee 
Layon our royall Sword ,your baniflit hands, 

Sweare by the duty that you owe to heaven 
(Our part therein we banifh with your {elves) 

To kepe the Oath that we adminifter : 

You never fhall (ib helpe you Truth and Heaven ) 
Embrace each others loue in bannhment, 

N or ever looke upon each others face, 

Nor ever writ, regreete, or reconcile 
This lownngtempeft of your home-bred hate. 

Nor ever by 4fiviled purpofe meet, 

To plot, contrive, or complot any ill, 

G ^ n ? Yr cur Subjeas,or our Land. 

Sul. Ilweare. 

Mow.knd I to keepe all this. 

But Norfolke,fo farre, as to mine enemy. 

By this time ( had the King permitted us ) 

? ne -« 1 . ? W , foules had wandred in the a yre , 

Bamffi d this frayle fepulcher of our fiefh 

baniftl ’ d from tbls L ^d. 

Confefle thy Treaions. ere thou flic this Realmc, 

Since thou haft farre to goc, beare not alonr 
^ d0 l, 8in S burth enof a guilty fou’e. 
Mow.NoBuUiuglrookei J t ever 1 were Traitor, 

My name be blotted from the Booke of Life 
^djfrom heaven baniftr’d, a S { r ° m hence ; : 

^ut what thou art,licavcn,thou,and I doe know 

* ™ el ( my i 1€ 8 e ) nowno way can I ftray, 

Lbt & ^rlds my way. 

welcome home frombamlhnent. 

. Howlong a time lye* ipoae ljstlevyprd; 



of Richard the fecond. 

, r„nre lading Winters, and fourc wanton Springs 
fndl dY&A fuchis thebreathof Kin|s. 

q annul thanke my Liege, that in regard of me 
He fhortens foure ycates of my fonnes exile • 

But little vantage {hall 1 reape thereby. 

For ere thefe fixe yeares that he hath to lpend 
Can change the Moones , and bring their times about, 
My oyle-dride Lampe , and time-bewailed light 
Shall be extin ft with age, and endiefte night : 

Mv inch of Taper, will be burnt, and done. 

And blindfold death, not let me fee my fonne. _ 

Rich. Why Vncle, thou haft many yeares to hve. 

Gaunt. Lift not a minute ( King jrbat thou eanft give; 
Shorten my dayes thou eanft with fudden forrow. 

And plucke nights from me, but not lend a morrow •* 
Thou eanft helpe time to furrow me with age, 

‘But flop no wrinde in his pilgrimage • 

Thy word is currant with him, for my death, 

■ But dead, thy kingdome cannot buy my breath. 

Rich, Thy l'onne isbaniflrd upon good aduicc 
Whereto thy tongue a party-verdift gave. 

Why at our Iuftice fcem’ft thou thento lovvre? 

.Things fweet to taft, prove in digeftion fowrc : 
You urg’d me as a Iudge, but I had rather 
You would have bid me argue like a Father. 

Alas,T look'd when fome of you fhould fay, 

I was tooftrift to make mine ownc away : 

But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue, 

Againft my will, to do my felfc this wrong. 

Rich.Cofm farewell :and Vnc’e bid him l’o: 

Six yeares we banifti him, and he fhall go. Exit” 

. Elourjjh, 

-A/.Cofm farewdl ;what prefence muft not know 
From w here you do remaine,-let paper {Row. 

MarMy Lord, no leave take I, for I will ride 
As farre as land will let me, by youeftde. 

Gaunt. Oh to. what purpofe doftthou hord tby words, 

(That thou return’ fit no greeting to thy friends ? 

r*' t? 



I 







The Life and Death 

$ul. I haue too few to take my leave of you. 

When the tongues office ffiould be prodigall. 

To breath th* abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gau.Thy griefe is but thy abfence for a time* 

Brtl. Joy ament, griefe is prefent for that time* 

Gau. What is fixe Winters,they are quickly gone ? 
£ul. T o men in ; oy, but griefe makes one houre ten* 
9 au > Call it a travel], that thou takeft for pleafure* 
Bui. My heart will figh, when I mifcallit fo. 

Which finds it an inforced Pilgrimage. 

Gaunt. ’The fullen paflage of :hy weary fteps 
Efteemea foyle, wherein thou art tofet ' 

The precious Iewell of thy home returne. 

But. Oh who can hold a fire in his hand 
By thinking on the frolty Caucafm ? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination of a feaft ? 

Or wallow naked in December fnow 
By thinking on phantafticke Summers heats? 

Oh no, the apprehenfion of the good 
Ciues but the greater feeling to the worfe • 

Fell forrowes tooth, doth ever rankle more 
Then when it bites, but lanceth not the fore* 
GW#.Comc,come (my fonne)IIe bring thee on thy way 
Had I thy youth, and caufe.I would not flay. 

iW-Tben Englands ground fare w el l;fwee t foyle adieu. 
My Mother, and my Nurfe, which bearcs me yet ; 

Where ere 1 wander, boaft of this lean, 

Though baniih’d, yet a true-borne Englilhman* 






Sc&naQuarta. 



t ^ Mer ttmcrle^ Greene i an AlSagot* 

Rich. Wcdid obferve* Cofin Autnerle, 

How ferre brougbt yea I ugh Hereford onh^s way* 
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of Richard the fectmd . 

Am. 1 brought high Hereford (if you call him fo } 

But to the next high way, and there I left him* , _ 

*“ 5 . An i &y.wh.t ftoreof pitting jJW^IW ■ 
Sum M.hnonc byme: swept the Nonheaft wind 
Which then blew bitterly agamft our face, 

Awak’d the fleepy rhewme, and foby chance 

Fid grace our hollow parting With a teare. . , , . > 

L What laid our Cofin when you parted with him? 

^.Farewell: & for my heart ditdained that mv tongue 
Should fo prophane the word, that taught me crate 
To counterfeit oppreiTion of fuch griefe. 

That word feemd buried in my lorrowes grave. 
Marry,would the word farewell, had lengthen d houres. 
And added yeercs to his ffiort banifhment, 
Helliouldhavehada volume of Farewels, 

But lince it would not,he had none or me- 
Rich. He is our Cofin (Cofin) but tis doubt, 

When time ffiall call him home from bamfhment. 

Whether our kin man come to lee his friends, 

Ourlelfe- and Bajhy, Bagot here and qreenc 
Obleru’d bM*>brt£hif to the common people : . o i l 
How hedidJeeme to dive. info tbeiir hearts,. )b 01 

With humble,and familiat ccttricfie:, ,n. \ .r . ' ■.) .sm 

What reverence he did throw away on daves-pr,: ■ : 1 
Wooing pooie Craftelmen,with thecraft of fmues. 

And patient under-bearing of his Fortune, 

As ’twefe to hapilh their afiq^s with liitn. .. v c 
Off goes his bonnet to an Oyficr-wench, 

A brace of Dray-men bid God. ipeed him well. 

And had the tribute of his hippie knee, 

W ith thankes my Countrimen,my Loving friends. 

As were' our England in rcuerfion his. 

And he our fubjetts next degree in hope. 

Cr.VVcll.he is gone>and with him goe thefethoughts 
Now for the Rebels, which Handout in Ireland, 
Expedient mannage mult be macte my Liege 
Erefurtherlcyfure,yeeld the further meanes ;/ 

For their aduantage, and your highneife Ioffe* 

G 2 Rich. 



The Life And DeAth n " ' 

"Rich* We will our felfe in perfon to this warre, a 

And for our Coffers, with too great a Court, 
Andliberall Largefle, are growne fomewhat light,' 
Wc are enforc’d to far me our royall Realme, 

The revenew whereof foall furnifo us 
For our affaires in hand : if they come foorti ! 

Our fubfttutes at home foall have Blancke-charters : 
WheretOjWhen t hey (hall know what men arc rich, 

1 hey foall fubfcribe them for large fummes of Gold, 
And (end them after to fupply our wants; 

Tor we will mike for Ireland prefemly^ 

Enter Bujhy.,- 1 1 

’Bufly, what newcs ? 

Bn, Old lohn a Gaunt is very ficke my Lord, 
Sodaincly taken, and hath fent port haite 
To entreat your Maiefly to vifite him. 

Rich. Where lyes he ? i 
Bu* AtEty-houfe* 

Rich. Now put it (heaven) in his Phyfitians mind, 

1 6 helpe him to his grave immediately; 

The linning of his coffers (hall make Coates 
To decke ouoSouldiers forthefe Irifo warres.’ 

Come Gentlemen, let’s all go yifit him ; 

Pray heaven We may makehafte,and come coo lace,£>k. 



io JtJWDSkIJ fi2iA f <nS 

- ! : : ! — T' f 1 ’ 




Enter Gaunt fic& vith the Dithg ef Yerk*i 



^#.WilI the King come, that ! may breath mylaft ■- 
JawnoMonie counfell to his unflayd youth ? 

•p , <?r ‘ ^ Cx not your felfe, nor fltrive not with your breath 
FOr all in vame comes counfell to his eare. 

inr**' ^ > ' 1 ^ Ut fa y) tongues of dying men 
laforce. attention, like deepe-harmony , 

Where 
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of Richard the (econd. 

He that no mote h t,e taught to glofty 

The fcttingSunne, and muhckei s tl ' ec! J? re ' V. . 

A, the lart tafteof fweetes, is fweeteft laf , 

Writ in remembrance, more then things long paf :> 

Though Richard my lives counfell would not heare; 

My deaths fad tale, may yecut^e^weai|v 

L.No, it is ftopt with other flatt nng^mds 
As pravfes of his Rate: then there are tonna 
Lsavious Meeters, to whofe venome fomfa 
The open eares of youth doth al waies liften. 

Report of fafhionsin proud Italy, . 

Whofe manners ftill our tardy apifo Nation a 
Limpcs after in bale imitation.* • 

Wm doth the vvotld thraft forth a vant y,‘ , a o 

Soitbenew, there’s norefpeft how vile, 

That-is not quickly buzz’d into their eares . 

That aljctoo late comeseounfell to be neara, n 

Where will doth mutiny with wits^regara : 3 ; 

Dirca not him, whofe way himielferwill eho^, , 

Tis breath thoulackf*, and that breath 

Gaunt. Me thinkes I am a Prophet new infpi 9 

Andxhus expiring doe foretell of nim. 

His rafo fierceblaze of Ryot cannot lalt, ^ „ 

For violent- fires-foone bufoe our thetnfelues ; * _ 

Small fooures laft long, but fodatne ftormes 
He tyres betimes , that -fpnrs too Taft betimes , ^ ^ 

With eager feeding food doth choake the -feeder , 
Lightvamty/inlaitat.cormoranti - ; ^ 

Confuming meanes foctofe prey^§ ; ttpon it lelfe . ' 1 ui*. • 
This royaltThrone bf King?, thisSceptred hOcyrTSi •/ 
This earth of Majefty, this feate ot Mars , 

This other Eden, demy Paradiie, 

This Fortres built by nature for her i«lfe, v , 

Againft infe„Tion,a-nd the hand of warre; ^ ^ 

? " ' C $ * AUlS ‘ 



The Life and heath 

This happy breed of men, this little world. 

This precious ftone fee in the filver Sea, 

Which lerves it in the office of a wall. 

Or as a Moate defenfiue to a houfe, - 
Againft the enuy of lefTe happier Lands, 

This blefled plot, this Earth this Realme, this England 
This Nurfe, this teeming vvombe of Royall King^ * 
Fear’d by their breed, and famous for their birth. 
Renowned for their deeds, as farre from home. 

For Chriftian fervice ,and true Chivalry, 

As is the fepulcherin ftubborne fury 

Of the worlds ranfome , blefled Maries fonne. 

This Land offuchdearefoules,this deare deareLand, 
Deare for her reputation through the world. 

Is now Leas’d out ( I dye pronouncing it ) 

Like to a Tenement, or pelting Farme. 

England bound in with the triumphant Sea, 

Whole rocky fhore beaiesbacke the envious hedge 
Of watry Neptune, is now bound in with fhame, i o * 
With Inky blottes, and rotten-Parchment bonds. 
That England that was went to conquer others, j ' 
Hath made a fiiamefull CQnqneflriofiitTelfe;- i! : . ’ 7 
Ah, would the icandall vanilh with- my life. 

How happy then- were my entiling- diath h n " 

■ p 

Enter Ktug, Qtteene t iMumedc^Eafy, Greene, 

_ B*gn,Ros 4 a*d 

Tor, The King is ccrmc,d eale ; mildly with his youth, 
For young hot ( oaks, being rag d, doe rage-the more. 
gu. H<?w fares our noble Vncle, L a n C after ? 

Rt. What comfort man ? Ho wilt with aged Gaunt ? 
Ga. Oh how that name befits my competition : 

Olu Gaum indeed, and gaunt in being old: 

Within me grade hah kept a iteadious fart, 7vo ■'■Jl 
And whoabitaines from meate, that is not gaunt ; 

For beeping England long time have I watcht 
VVatching breeds' Icannelie, leannefle is all gaunt ; 

The p.eafure thatidme Fathers feed U|)0n , 
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of Richard the fecund. 

0 . ^ ftfiA fart, I meanc my Childrens looker. 

And therein falling, halt thou made me gaunt : 

Haunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave, 

VVhofe hollow wombe inherits nought but bones* 
V Rich. Can ficke men play fo nicely with their name. 

6rf*.No,mifery makes fpott to mdckeit ielte : 

Since thou doft feeke tokilfmy name m me, 

I mocke my name (great King) to flatter thee. 

K ie. Should ay ing men fi atter thole that live < 

Gau> No, no, man living flatter thole that dye. 

Rie. Thou now a dying, fay ft thou flatter’ ft me- 
to.O no, thou dyeft, though I the heker be. 

Rich. I am in health I breathe,! fee thee ill. 

<? 4 #.Now he that made me, knowes I fee thee uk 
111 in my felfe to fee, and in thee, feeing ill. 

Thy death-bed is no Ieffer then the Land, 

VVherein thou ly eft in reputation ficke, 

And thou toocareleffe patient as thou art. 

Commit’ft thyannoynted body to the cure 
Of thofe Phyfitions, that firft wounded thee : 

A thoufand flatterers fit within thy Crowne, 

VVhofe compafle is no bigger then thy hand. 

And yet encaged info fmali a Verge, 

The wafteis no whit lcffer then thy Land, 

Oh had thy Grandfir with a Prophets eye, 

Seen; how his fonnes fonne, fhould deftroy his formes. 
From forth thy reach he would have layd thy fhame, 
Lepofing thee before thou wert poffeit. 

Which art poffeft now to depofe thy felfe. 

Why (Cofin) were thou Regent of the world. 

It were a fhame to let this Land by leafe: 

But for thy world enicy ing but this Land , 

Is it not more then fhame, to fhame it fo ? 

Landlord of England art thou,and not King: 

Thy flateof Law,is bondflave to the Law, 

RicA.And thou, a lunaticke leane-witted foole, 
Prefumine onanAeues nrivelledee. 



The Life and' Death 

Dar'ft with thy frozen admonition 
• Make pale our cheeke, chafing the Royall blood 
With fury, from his native relidence ? 

Now by my Seates right Royall Maiefty, 

Wert thou not brother to great Edwards fonne, 

This tongue that rpnhes lo ropndly in thy head, 
-Should runner thy. head from.thy unreverent flioulders. 

Gau. Oh fpare me not, my brother Edwards fonne, 
For that I was his father Edwards fonne * 

That blood already (like the Pellican) 

Thou haft tapt out, anddrunkenly carows’d. 

My brother G tocefrerg 1 aine W ell meaning loul.e, 
(Whom faire befall in heaven 'mong ft happy faules); • 
May be a prefident,and witnefle good, 

That thou refpect’ft notfpilliqg Edwards blood; 

Joync with the prelent fickenefte that I haue. 

And thy unkindnefle be like crooked age, 

To crop at cnee a too-long wither’d fiowie. 

Live in thy lhame, but dye not fliame with thee, 

Thele words hereafter, thy tormentors be. 

Convey me to my bed,then to my grave. 

Love they t.o> live, that love and honour have. Exit, 

Etch. And let them dye, that age and fallens have. 
For both haft thou, and both become the grave. 

Tor. Idoe bcfecch your Maiefty impute his words 
To wayward ficklineffe, and age in him : 

He loues you on my life, and holds you dearc 
As Harry Duke of Hereford, were he here. 

Rich. Right,you fay true • as Herefords love, fo his.; 

As theirs, fo mine: and all be as it is. 

Enter Northumberland. 

Nor. My Liege, cld-Gaunt commends him to yom 
Maiefty. 

Rich. What layes he ? 

Nor. Nay nothing, all isfayd: 
rHis tongue is now a ftringlelfe inftrnment. 
Words ? life,and all, old Lancaster hath fpgnt. 

lor. 
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of Richard the fecond. 

Tor. Be Yorke the next, that muft be bankrupt fo* 
Though death be poore, it ends a mortall wo. 

//^.Theripeft fruit firftfais, and lb doth he. 

His time isfpent, our pilgrimage muft be : 

So much for that. Now for our Irifh warres. 

We muft lupplant thofe rough rug-headed Kernes, 
Which live like venom, where no venom clle 
But onely they have privelledge to live. 

And far thefe great affaires do aske fame charge 
Towards our aftiftance , we doe, faize to us 
The plate,coync,and revennewsi- and moveables. 
Whereof our V ncle Cjaunt d id ftaud pofteft. 

Tor. How long (ball I be patient ? Oh how long 
Shall tender duty make me fuffer wrong ? 

Not GUfters death, nor Her<eferds banilbment, ; 
Nor G amts rebukes, nor Er.glands private wrongs. 
Nor the prevention of poore Bulhngbrooke, f: 
About his marriage, nor my owne difgrace 
Have ever made me fowre my patient cheeke. 

Or bend one wrinkle on my faveraignes face; 

I am the la ft of noble Edwards Tonnes, 

Ofwhom thy father Prince of Wales was firfts 
In warres was never Lyon rag’d more fierce : 

In peace, was never gentle Lambe more mild. 

Then was that young and Princely Gentleman; 

His face thou haft, tor even fo look’d he 
Accomplifh’d with the number of thy howers : 

But when he frown’d, it was againft the French, 

And not againft his friends : his noble hand 
Did win what he did ipend ; and fpent not that 
Which his triumphant fathers hand had won : 

His hands were guilty of no kindreds blood. 

But bloody with the enemies of hiskinne: 

Oh Richard, Tor he is too farre gone with griefe, 
Oreife he never would compare betweene. 

Ric>- . W by Vnc'e, 
y/ hat’s the matter ? 

- Tor. Oh my Liege, pardon me if you pleafe, if not 

D 
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Tbf L ife and B eatb 

I pieas'»d hot f to be pardotl’d.a^ content wkfoiilps ^ ^ 1 

SceVc you tofeize,and gripe into your hands " 

The Royalties and RightesofbanilVd Hereford* 

Ts not Gaunt desd?a&d dotbwot Hereftrd'tive? : ! 

Was not not H**f xm I? 1 r ~ **’M o 2 i 

Did notth^feM'yfefet^'to ! hayNSawbeyt J 6 !! ? : ■ ' <v 
is not his heyfea wetl-deferving fenne? 'V, 

Take Hereferds rights SWay.and t ake from tisftfe’ 

His Charters, and feis-cftS'O'mHie rights- 
Let not to 11,0 ' ! - 

Benotii^^eWeo'ForhoW aSTthoflii-iKing 1 ; ' ii - 

But by faire de^teitoeffndifBKefliotv ? 

Now afore God , God forbid I fay true, 

3 f you doe wrongfully feize Hereford ir right. 

Call in his.Letters PatCntsthat he hath 

By his Atturrreyes general! , to file 

His Livery , ada-'deny his offer’d hic«»%e,-' - ? v ; - v j • wA J 

You pi n eke a thoufanddangers on your head, 

You loofe a tboufand wellxiifpofed hearts, 

And prickc rny-iamder patience to thofe thoughts •<: 

Which honor and rtltegeanee cannot thinke. ' 1 

Afr.Thin'ke x^hat'^wilh^efeifeinto our hands. 

His plate, his good Sybis money, and his lands. 

Tor. He not be by the while : My Leige farewell, 
What will enfue hereof, there’s none can tell, • 1 

Butby badcourfes may be under flood- 
That their events can never fall out good. Exiu 

Rich. Goe Bttfhie to the EariCor Wiltjh>ref\rei°ht s 
Bid him repaire to us to Ely Houle, 

To fee this bulinefle : to morrow next 
We will for Ireland , and ’Cis time,! trow : 

And we crea te in abfence of our fclfe 

Our Vnckle Torky-, LordGovevner of England • 

For heis juft, and alwa'yeslovd us weU* 

Comeon our <Tueene,tO morrow mail we part, ’ 

Be merry, for our time of ft ay is fhort- FfauriJ ‘ 

tJHe.net North .Wil loughby ,■ and Roff- ■ ' j 

Nor. Well Lords, the Ptike -of Lancaftens dead. ■ 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC 22313) LONDON, 1634 



of Richard the fecond . 

}U( r Andliving too/or now bis fonne is Duke. 

"Roff. No good at all that I can doe for him , j 
Vnlelle you call it good to pity him, , 

Kerpft and welded ofhis patrimony* "■[■i- 

Nor. Now afore heaven , ’ts lhame fuch wrongs are 



J v (Jf * W.V> C* 1 V*. -w «*T" - * 

borne, 

In him a royall Prince, and many moe 
Of noble blood . in this declining Land ; 

The King is not himfelfe , buc bafely led 
By flatterers, and what they will in forme 
Meerely in hate ’gainft any of us all: 

That will the King feverely profecute 
’Gainft us,our lives, ourcnildrcn,and our herteSi 
Ref The Commons hath he pill’d with grievous taxes 
And quite loft their hearts: the Nobles hath he fin’d 
For ancient quarre!s,and quite loft their hearts* 
ml. And daily new exaSions are devis'd. 

As biankes, benevolences, and I Wot not what: 

But what o’ Gods name dot-b become of this ? 

Nor. W arres hath not wafted it/or warr’d he hath hot. 
But bafely yeelded upon comprimize. 

That which his Anceftors atehieu’d with b’owes: 

More hath he fpent inpeace,then they in warres. 

R off. The Earle of Wilt (hire hath the Rcalme in farms- 
mi. The King’s grow ne bankrupt like a broken man* 
Nor. Reproach, and defolution hangeth over him* 
RfljfT -He hath not money for thefe Infh warres •. 

(His burthenous taxations notWit hftanding) 

But by the robbing of the banilh’dljuke. 
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.The Life and Death' 

^ Non His noble Kinfman, moft degenerate King ’ 

Sin Lord s,wc heare this fearefuiltempeft fing _ 

Yet ieeke no iTielter to avoyd the ftorme : 

Wc fee the winde fit fore upon our fades, 

And yet weftrike not, but fecurely perifli. 

WWc fee the ucry wracke that we mult fuffer , 

And unavoyded is the danger now 
Lor fufrering fo the caufes of our wracke* 

-A^r-Not io; even through the hollow eyes of death, 

I fpie life peercing: but i dare not fay, 

“ow necre the tidings of our comfort is* 

Nay, let us fhare thy thoughts, as thou doll ours* 
kof.'Qz confident.to fpeake Northumberland, 
Wcthree,are but thy fdfe, and fpeaking fo, 

Thy words arc but ?s thoughts, therefore be bold* 

Nor. Then thus : I have from- Port le Elan - 
A Bay in Eritaine, receiv’d intelligence, 

_ Harry Duke of Hereford, Rayna/d Lord f'obhans, 
dhat late broke from the Duke of Exeter, 

His brother Archbifliop , late of Canterbury, 

Sir Thcma: Erpingham, Sir lohn Ramfhn-, 

Sir lohn N orb ery ,Sir RobertWaterton ,and Francis Quointb 

All thefc- well furnilh’d by the DuheofBrinainTf 
With eight tall (hips, three thoufand men of warre • 
A rc j ma king hither with all due expedience. 

And fhortlymeane to touch our Northeme Ihore: 
Perhaps they had ere this, bin that they ftay 
The firft departing of tlie King for Ireland, 

Jf then wefhall fiiake off our flavifti yoake, 
lurnpe out our drooping Countries broken wing, 

Redeeme from broken pa wne,. the blemifli'd Crowne 

Wipe off the duty-due hides the Scepters gilt, : 
And make high Majefty iooke like it lelfe. 

Away withmeinpofte to Ra:ve»fpnrgh s 
But if you faint, as fearing to doe fo, * 

Stay and be fecret and my.felfe wiilgoe* 
ff) J,° t0 horfe.urge doubts'to them that feat- 
^r/.Hoid out my hodc,and I will firft be there* Exon. 






Scena Stfcandd* 



Enter Qtteene , Bufhy,and Bagot. 

Madam, your Majefty is too much fad, 

Ybu promis'd when you parted with the King, 

To lay afide fclfe-harming heavindfe. 

And entertaine acheerefull difpofition. 

^/f.To pleafe the King, I did : topleafe my fdfe 
1 eannotdoe.it? yet i know nocaufe 
"Why I fhould welcome fuch a gueft as griefe. 

Save bidding farewell to fo fweet a gueft 
As my fweet Richard yet againe me thinkes 
Some unborne forrowripe in fortune^, wombe 
Is comruing towards me , and my inward foule 
With nothing trembles,at fomething it grieves. 

More than with parting from my Lord the King* 

Bujb. Each fubftance of a griefe had twenty fhadows - 
Which fhewes like griefe it lelfe, but is not lb: 
Fcrforrowes eye glazed with blinding tearcs. 

Divides one thing. inure, to many objects 
*Like perfpeftives, which rightly gaz’d' upon 
"shew nothing but confufion, ey'd awry, 

Diftinguifht forme: fo your fweet Maicfty. 

Looking awry upon your Lords departure, 

Find fhapes of griefe, more then himlelfe towaile. 
Which look'd on as it is, is nought but fhadowes 
Of what it is not, then thrice-gracious Qjueene, 

More then your Lords departure weepe not 'more’s not 

Or 1r If liP f »c. wif Cm C Ana / /* * 



Or if it be, tis with falle forrovvs eye, 

W Inch for th ings true,wetpe things imaginary. 

It may befo, but yet my inward foule 
Pcifwades me it is otherwife how ere it be, 

I cannot but be fad : fo heavy fad* 

D 3 



( feene ) 



As 







The Life and Death 

As though onthinking on, no thought I thinke, 

Makes me with heavy nothing faint and fhrinke. j!: 
Bujb. Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious Lady.) 

’Tis nothing lefle : conceit is foil dcriu’d 
From fome fore father greefc, mine is not fo. 

For nothing hath begot my fomething gricfe. 

Or fomething, hath the nothing that I grieve, 

’Tis in reverfion that I doe pofleffe, 

But what it is, that is not yet knowne, what 
I cannot name,’tis namelefle woe I wot. Enter Green, 
Gree. Heaven lave your Majefty,and weH met Gentle. 

I hope the King is not yet fhipt foE Ireland* ( men; 

W hy hop' ft thou fo? ’1 is better hope he is : . 

For his defignes crave hafte, good hope, 

Then wherefore doit thou hope he is roc fhipt: ? 

That he our hope, might have retyr’a his power, 
And driveo into defpaire an enemies hope, ! j 

Who ftrongty hath let footing in tins Land j. i 

The banifh d Bulimgbrooke repealcs himleife. 

And with up-lifted Armes is fafe arriu’d 
At R auenfparg. 

&S* Now God in heaven forbid. 
qree. O Maddam ’tis too true: and that is worfe, u 
The L. Northumberland, his young fonne,//f»ry Percy, \ 
The Lords of Rotfc yBeaumond, and Willoughby. ,1 

With all their power lull friends are fled to him. 

Bujh. Why have you not proclaimed Northumberland; 
And the reft of the revolted fa&ion Tray tors ? . 

Gree. We have : whereupon the Earle of Wcrcefter 
Hath broke his ftafFe,refign'd his Steward Chip, 

And all the houfhold foruants fled with him to Bttllen, 
gu. So Greene , thou art the Midwife of my woe, 

And Bullingbrooke my forrowes difmall heyret 
Now hath my foule brought forth her prodigy; L 

And T a gafping nevy delivered mother, ^ f: 

Haue woe t# woe,lorrow to forrow ioyn’d* 

BttJh, Delpaire not Madam. :: r,l | 

Who Ihall hinder me ? 



1 



I will 
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of Richard the fccond. 

•it A+faA tre arid be Jit 6rhnity 
IW1 11 der.iie,an isa flatterer, 

With couzenmgnopc , 

nhfoll of careful! bufineffe arehvs looses ‘ . , 

S h Jr for heavens fake fneakecomfortable words. 
^"jV.Cocrifbvt’s ' n ^ ca vc n ’^ in d w e .re on inearth, 
Where nothing Mes but cr'offes=care,an ,, 

Your husband he is gone to fave farte off, 

W hilft others come to make his loofe at home *• 

Here am Heft to tfndei'prop fit? Land ^ . ^ 

Who we^ke l with age,cannbtiiipport my lelte. 

Now comes feisficke hohrethat his forfeit made, 

Now flrall he try hisftiends that flattered him- 
Enter a Seirvant* 

Scr .Uy Lord, your fotine was gone before I came. 

' Ter. He was : why fo, goe all which way it will : 

The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they are cola. 
And will I feare revolt on Hereford s fide. 

Sirra, get thee to Plafhy to my After Ghfter, 

Bidherlend meprefently a thoufand ponnci, 
Hold,takemy Ring. 

.SVr, My Lord,l had forgot , 

To tell your Lordfhip,to day! cameby, and call a there. 
But I Ihall grieve you to report the reft. 

Tor. What is’c knave? 

S e r. An houre before I came, the Dutchefle di de.' 

Te .Heaven for his mercy,, what a tide of Woes 
Come rufhing on this wofull Land at once ? 

I know not what to doe : I would to heaven 
(So my vntruth hath not prOvolc’d him to it) 

The King had eut off my head with my brothers* 

What, arc there poftes diipatcht Tor Ireland ? 

How ihall we doe for rribney for thefe warres ? 

Gome 



The < Life and Dtath 

Come fitter (Cofin I would fay) pray pardon .me 
Goe fellow, get thee home, provide fome Carts, 

And bring away the Armour that is there. 

Gentlemen, will you mutter <men ? 

3f 1 know how, or which way to order thde affaires » 
Thus diforderly thrutt into my hands. 

Never beleeve me* Both are my kinfmen, 

Th’one is my Soveraigne, whom both my oath 
And d uty bids defend: the other againe 
Is my kinfman, whom the King bath wrong’d. 

Whom confcience, and my kindred bids to right. 

Well, fbmewhat we mutt doe: Come Ccfit^ 
Iledilpofe of you. Gentlemen goe mutter up your men' 
AndmeetmeprefentJyac fcarkley Cattle : 

I (hould to Plafhy too, but time will not permit, 

AH is uneven, and every thing is -left at fixand feven. E x . 

Bufh . Tfie wind fits faire fornevves to goe to Ireland * 
But none rcturnes : for us to levy power 
Proportionable to th’encmy, is all impoflible. 

Gnte. Befides our neerenefie to the King in love. 

Is neere the hate of thole love not the King. 

Bag. And that's the wavering Commons,for their love 
Lies in their purfcs, and wholo empties them. 

By fo much fils their hearts with deadly hate. 

. Bu ! h - Therein the King ft and s generally condemn’d. 

Bag. If judgement lye in them, then fo doc we, 
Bccaufewehavebeene ever neere the King. 

• ^«.\Vell: I will for refuge ftreight to Bnttoll Cattle, 
The Earle of W iltftv.reis already there. 

Bu/h. Thither will I with you, for little office 
W ill the hateful! Commons performefior us. 

Except likeCurrcs, to teare us allin pieces : 

Will you goe along with us ? 

Bag- No,I will to Ireland to his Maiefty: 

Farewell, if hearts prefages be not vaine, 

Wethrce here part, that nevr fhali meete againe. 

Bh. That s as Ter fa thrives to beate back cBnllinbrookel 
Gr, Alas poore Duke, the task* he undertakes 



v 0/ Richard the fowl. 

Isni/mbdhg tttfids, and drinking Oceans dry. 

Where oneonhis fide fights,thoufands will flye.’ 

Bujh. Fafewelfatonce,for oncc,for all, and ever. 
Well.we may- meet againe* 

Bag - 1 feare me never. Exit 



Selena, Tertia. 



Enter theDuke of Hereford, and Northum- 
berland- 

' Bui . How fame is it my Lord to Barkley now ? 

Nor, Beleeve me noble Lord, 

Iamaftranger herein Glofterjhire . 

Theie high wide hils, and rough uneven wayes; 
Draw es out our miles, and makes them wearyloine: 
And yet cur fairc difeourfe hath beene as Sugar, 
Making the hard way iweetand delegable: 

But Ibethinke me, what a weary way 
From Ravenfpurgh toCottfhold will be found, 
InRoJfe and Willoughby ^ wanting yourcompany 
Which Iprotett hath very much beguild 
The teadioufncffe,and proceffe of my travell: 

But theirs is fweetned with the hope to have 
The prefent benefit that I pofiefTe : 

And hope to /oy, is little leflein joy. 

Then hope enj'oy’d : By this, the weary Lords 
Shall make their way fee me fhort,as mine hath done, 
By fight of what I have, your Noble company, 

Bui. Of much leffe vale w is my company 
Then your good words: but who comes here ? 

• Enter H. Percy- 

A or. It is my fonne, young Harry Percy, 

« nt l 1 * 1 brother w or ce fieri whenceloever, 

Blurry how fares your V nde f 



E 









■ The Life and Death 

Fertj. 1 had thought, my lard, to have learn d his 

health ofyou- . , , ~ \ s 

Afar. Why is he not with the Gueenc ? 

Percy. No, my good Lord ,he hath forfookethe Court, 

Broken his Staffe of Office, and dUperll a 

The Houfhold of the King* 

//or. What was his realon ? 

He was not forefolvd, when we laftfpake together. 

/or^.Bccaufe your Lordfhip was proclaimed Traytor*. 
But he, my Lord ,is gone to Ravenfpurgh, 

To offer fervice to the Duke of Hereford, 

And fent me overby Barkely, to difcover. 

W hat power the Duke of Yorke had levied there. 

Then with dire&ion to repaire to Ravenfpurgh* 

Nor. Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford (Boy?) 
Percy. No, my good Lord ; for that is not forgot 
Which ne’rel did remember: to my knowledge, 

I never in my life did lookeonhim* 

Nor. Then learne to know him now : this is the Duke* 
Percy . My gracious Lord, I tender you my fervice, 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young, 

Which elder dayesdhall ripen, and confirme 
To more approved fervice anddefert. 

Bid. I thanke thee gentle Percy, andbefure 
I count my fel fe in nothing elfe fo happy, 

As in a foule remembring my good friends: 

And as my fortune ripens with my love, 

It fhallbe (fill thy true loves rccompence, 

My heart this covenant makes, my hand thus feales it. 

Nor. How farre is it to Barkley ? and what ifirre 
Xeepes good old Porky there, witn his men of warre ? 

Percy. There (lands the: Calf le, by yond tuft of Trees, 
Mann’d with three hundred men, as 1 have heard, 

And in it are -the Lords of Yorke, Barkely, and Seymcr, 
None elfe of Name, and noble eftimate. 

. '/> y • TyVisi : 7 m t! * - 

Enter Rojfe, and Willoughby. 

Afar* Here comes, the Lords of and WilfafghtTi 

Bloody 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC 22313) LONDON, 1634 



cf Richard the fecmd. 

Bloody with furring , fiery red with haft* 

Bui. Welcome my Lords, I wot your love purities 
A banifht Traytor ; all my Treafury 
Is yet but unfelt thankes, which more enrich d, 

Shall be your love, and labours recompence* 

Rof. Your prefence makes vs rich,moft Noble Lord. 
Wil. And farre furmountsour labour to attaineit, 

Bui. Evermore thankes,th’Exchequer of the poore, 
Which till my infant-fortune comes to yeares. 

Stands for my bounty : but who comes here? 

Enter Barkely. 

Ner.lt is my Lord of Bar\ely as I guefle. 

Bark ; My Lord of Hereford,my meffage is to you* 

! Bui . My Lord, my anfweris to Lancaster, 

And 1 amcometofeekethat name in England, 

And Lmufl find that Title in yourTowne, 

Before I makeieply to ought you fay* 

Bark, Miftakemc not, my Lord,'tisnot my meaning 
To raze one title of your honour out. 

To you, my Lord, T come (what Lord you will) 

From the mod glorious of this Land, 

The Duke of Porke, to know what pricks you on 
To take advantage of the abfent time. 

And fright our native peace with felfe-bome Armes* 
Enter Porky. 

Bui. I (hall notneed tranlport my words by you. 

Here comes his Grace in perfbn. My Noble Vncle* 
Por. Shew me thy humble Heart, and not thy Knee, 
Whofeduty is deceivabie and falfe, 

A*/. My gracious Vncle. 

Por. T ut,ttit, Grace me no Grace, nor Vncle me, 

I am no Traylors Vncle ; and that word Grace, 

Inan ungracious mouth, is but prophane. 

^ hy have thefe banifh’d, and forbidden Legges, 

Dar d once to touch the duft of Englands Ground? 

But more then why, why have they dar'd to march 
3o many miles upon her peacefull Bofome, 

Frighting her pale fac d Villages with Warre, 



And 
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And oflentation of defpiied Armes? 

Com’ ft thou becauleth’anoynted King is hence? 

Why foolifh Boy, the-King.is left behind. 

And in my loyall Bdooqf .lyes power i , , , s „ " 

Were I but now the Lord of fuen hocmi|tn» ; 

As when braue Gaunt thy Father, and thy i$qv v. 
Relcued the blacks- Prince, that young Mors of men, 
Fr.om Forth the Rankes of many, thoufand Frencn: 

Oh then , how quickly fhould this Arme of mine,. 

Now priibner to the Plaftiy , chaftife thee-. 

And minifter coue&ion to thy fault. 

Bui. My gracious Vncle,!et me know my Fault, 

, Onwhatcohdition ftandsit,and wherein ? 

TV.Even in condition of the worft degree, 

IngroiTe Rebellion,and detefted Treason : 

Thou art a banifti’d- man, and here art come 
Before th’ expiration of thy. time. 

In braving Armes againft thy Soveraigne^ 

Bui. As I was banifti’d,'! wasbahifti’d Hereford^ 
But as a I come, I come for Lancaster. 

And noble Vnc!e;lbefeech your Grace ■ 

Lookeon my wrongswith an indifferent eye t - 
Y ou are my Father ,for me thinkes in you 
I fee old Gaunt alive. Oh then my Father, 

Will yon permit, that I ihall ftanu condemn’d 
A wandring Vagabond, my Rights and Royalties 
Pluckt from my armes perforce, and given away 
To upftart unthrifts ? W herefore was i borne ? 

If that my Coufin King.be King of England, , 

It muft be granted, lam Duke of Lancaiier- 
You have zS<xmt burner Is , myNo.ble Kinfman, 

Had you firft dkd.andjje bin tints trod dovvne, 
Heftiould have found Ift? Vnclc Gaunt a father, . 

To rowte hiswrongs,and chafe them to the bay. 
Iamdenydeto Cue my I. ivery here , 

And yet my letters Pattens give, me leave ; . 

My fathers goo,ds are all diftrayhd,'and Fold,;,. 

And thefe, and all amide imployd. 




■ 

What - 1 
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0/ .Kicbfr^, the femJ. 

Whatwauld you havc.me doe 
And challenge L*w, Attorneyes are denye 
And therefore perfenally i- lay my- c.aime 

T Ti?!t er S§W^thSlie ; » m* abus’d* 

R g r. fr (lands your Grace upon to doe hi m rig nt , 

W,L Bafemenby his endowments afe nradrgreatr- 

Tor. My Lords of'EngUnd;*;l?tme'ted*y,<w ch ss, 

I have had feeling of my Cofins wrongs; 

?ll ;i could to doe 

But in this kindjto come in braving vlbns.T bnA 

Be his owne Carver, a.nd cut pBL'hts 3 77 bn A 

To find out Right with wrpngs,ic may not be ; . . 

And y OB that doe sbeithiminthisku^j^, .We. 
Cherifh RebefH©n,and are Rebels sni>I sti’i' 

Tor. The Noble Duke hath fworne his.gCJ^^gis- . 
But for his ovvne,and for the rxght.of.that, , <j 3 ,ix 
We all have ftyongly fworne to giv e him : 1 T 

AndJethimnevT fcgi.oy,tha.t breaks. r> q Sf JT 
Per* W eU>wefi» i sec the iftue ot thefe knA 

I cannot mend haoft need s cohfeffe^ : f (io : n3rn da# 



-..e Caterpiliersof the CommonWcalth, 

W hich I have fworne to weede,and plnke away. ^ . 

Per. Tt may be I. will goe with you, but yet ile pawfc, 
Forlamlothtobreake our Countries Lawcs: 

Not Friends, nor Foes, to me welcome you aie, > 
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• 'The L ife and D eath | 

Things paftredrefle, are now with me paft care. Exeunt] ' 



nsc&yMica 



Scana 
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— — ; ' 

Enter Salisbury and a CaptaiHe. 

% gl « 

C apt My Lord Of Salisbury, we have flay d ten dayes, 
And hardly kept our Countrymen together. 

And yetweheare no tidings from the King: 
Therefore wewili difperfc ourfelves: farewell. 

Sal, Stay yet another day, thou ttUfly Welchman, 
The King repofeth all his confidence in thee. 

c*pt~ Tis thought the King is dead ,we will not flay • 
The Bay-trees fn our Country all are wither’d. 

The Meteors fright the fixed Starres of Heaven ; 

The pale-fae’d Moonelookes bloody on the Earth, 
And leane-Iookt Prophets whi r per feareftill change ; 
Rich men looke fad, and Ruffians dande an&ieapc, 

The one in feare,to lofe what they enioy. 

The other to enjoy by Rage, and WarrO : 

Thefe fignes fore-run the death of Kings. 

Farewell,our Countrymen are gone and fled* 

As wcllaflgr’d Richard their King is dead* 

Sal. Ah Richard, with eyes of heauy mind, 

I fee thy dory , like a flidotihg Starre, - - 

Fall to the bafe Earth, from the Firmament : 

Thy Sunne fets weepirig in the lowly 'Weft. 
Witnefling ftormes to come, woe, and unreft : 

Thy friends are fled, to waite upon thy foes, 
Andcroffelytothygood,all fortune goes. Exit* 
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Exit, 



of Richard the pond. 
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■ t , , 1 

Enter Bulltngbreoke^orkeJSP mhumberlytud^ .\vA! 
RojfeJercjJt'HlMghby ; with Bufbj 
and Greene , prifouers . 

_ f r . -j 

Bui. Bring forth thefe men : 

Sully and Greene , Iwill.not vex youtjfoules, 

(Since prefently your foules mu ft part yopr bo 
VVith two much urging your pernicious hues. 

For ’twere no. Charity $ yet to wafb your blood 
From off my hands., .herein W? : :> ... ■ 

I will unfold fome caufes of your deaths. 

You have mifiled a Prince, a royall King, 

A happy Gentleman in Blood, and Lineaments, 

By you unhappied,and disfigur d cleane: 

You have in manner with your finfull houres 
Made a Divorce betwixt his Qjieene and him. 

Broke the Poffeflion of a Royall Bed, 

And ftayn'd the beauty of a faire Queenes Cheekes, 
VVith teares drawne from her eyes , with your foule 
My felfe a Prince, by fortune of my birth, (wrongs. 
Neere to the King in Blood^and neere m love. 

Till you did make himmii-interpret me, r loiiA 

Haveftoopt my necke under yourimunes, 

And figh’d my Englifh breath in forraigqe Clouds, 

Eating the bitter bread of banifoment; 

While you have fed upon my Seigniories, 

Dif-park’d my Parkes,and fell’d my Forreft woods ; 
From mineowne windowes torne my HoufholdCoatj 
Raz'd out my Imprefe,leaving me no figne. 

Save mens opinions, and my living blood. 

To fhew the world I am a Gentleman. 

Ttiis,and much more, much more then twice all this. 

Con- 

■ , • 
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the 'Death 

Condemnes you to the death : fee them delivered over 
To execution / ahcT the handof death. 

Bajb. More welcome is the flroke ot death to me, 
Then BulhngbrooBe to England* 

G««.My comfort is, that Heaven will-take onr foules, 
And plague imufticewith the paines of hell. 

Bui. ^f%:<^dMwch«mbetUH-d y (tcth&xi diipatch’d: 
Vncle, you fay the Queene is at your Houle, 

For Heavens fake/airely let her be intreated. 

Tell her,I lend to her my kind commends , 

Take fpeciall care, my greetfi^s beddiiver'd , 

Bor. A Gentleman dffaihe, I have dilpatch’d 
With Letters of your loue.to her at large. 

'Bui. Thanke^dihtle-Vncle: come Lords away. 

To fight with GmdouftX andBis Complices,; 

AwhUetoWbrk^ahd^fitef BWfiday.- ' Exum. 

,ErlJ£ 5 ’. ir;ov lo e-SIn t o s:;.o . ' , ; ifiy/J 

— i2L j fr . 9 gn i "j'j 1. ' . — ~ ■:''T ; r l .jY 
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zzMJod llfiiaSi il'ov 
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<r;uci Dn£.tmeo£iP ?.ll jziw^d 

Drums } F{otirtjh y and C flours* 






Enter B. tchard,Aumerle t Carliley and Sou Idlers- 
Rich. Barkloughly Caftle call you this at hand if 
vlu. Yea, my Lord : how'brooksyourGrac'e the ayre, 
After your late tcffing on the breaking Seas ? 

Rich. Needs mufti like it well, I weepefor ioy 
To ftand upon my Kingdome once againe. 

Deare Earth, I doe falute thee with my hand, 

Though Rebels Wound thee faith their Modes hoofes ; 
As a Torig ‘parted Mother withher Child, hr 
Playes fondly with her teares, and fmilesin meeting, 
So weeping, fmiling, greet I thee the Earthy r;o b.-.t-;. 
And doe thee favour with my Royal! hands. 

Feed not thy Soveraignes Foe, my gentle Earth, 
Norwith thy fweetes comfort his ravenous fence : . 

But 
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■But let thy Spiders that fucke up thy venome,- 
And heavy -ga-tedToade lye m them way; 
Doingannoyancetothe treacherous feete. 

Which with ufitrping flops doe trample thee. 

Yeild flinging Nettles to mine Enemies ; 

And when they from thy bofome plucke a Flower, 

Guard it I prethee with a lurking adder, 

Whofe double tongue may with a mortall touch 
Throw death upon thy Soveraignes Enemies. 
Mockenotmy lenceleffe Conjuration : Lords; 

This earth fl-.all have a feeling, and thefe Stones 
Prove armed Souldiers,ere her native King 
Shall falter under fowle Rebellious Armes. 

Car . Feare not my Lord, that power that made yon King 
Hath power to keepe you King, in fpight of all. 

Aum.Wz meanes,my Lord, that we are too remiffe, 
Whileft Bultingbrooke through their lecurity, 

Growes flrong and great, in fubftance and in friends* 
Rich. Difcomfortabk Cofin, knoweft thou not, 

That. when the fearching Eye of Heaven is hid 
Bchinde the Globe, that lights the lower world, 
Thentheeves and Robbers raunge abroad unfeene. 

In Murders and in out-rage bloody here-: 

But when from under this Tcrreftriall Ball 
He fires the proud tops of the Eafterne Pines, 

And darts his Lightning through ev’ry guilty hole. 

Then M urders,! realons, and detefled finnes 
(The Cloake of Night being pluckt from off their backes) 
Stand bare and naked; trembling at themfelvcs. 

So when this Thiefe,this TrayCor Bulliugbiooke , 

Who all this while hath reuell’d -in the Night, 

Shall fee us riling in cur Throne, the Eaft, 

His Treafons wall fit blufhing in his face, 

Notable to endure the fight of day; 

But ielfe-affrighted, tremble at his fmne. 

Not all the water in the rough rude Sea 
~ an t ^ le ^ me ^ rom an anoyrited King ; 
ne breath- of .worldly men cannot depofe 
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The Deputy elected by the Lord : ; 1 

For every man that f9«» 

To lift fhrewd Steele againft our Golden Crowne, 

Heaven for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 

A glorious Angell: then if Angels fight, 

Weake men muft fall, for Heaven ftill guard s the right. 

Enter Salisbury . 

Welcome my Lord,how farre off lyes your power ? 

Sahsb. Nor neere.nor farther off, my gracious Lord, 

Then this weake arme; difcomfort guides rny tongue, 

And bids me fpeake of nothing but defpaire: 

One day to late, 1 feare ( my Noble Lord ) 

Hathclc. uded all my happy dayes on Earth , 

Oh call backe Ycfter day, bid time retume , 

And thou Unit have twelve thoufand fighting men : 

To day, to day, unhappie day too late 
Orethrowes thy Ioyes, Friends, Fortune, andthyStrc. 

For an the VVe'ch-men hearing thou wert dead. 

Are gone to Bullingbrooke , di (per ft, and fled. 

Aum. Comfort my Liege, yvhy lookes your Grace lb 

P Rich. But now the blood of twentie thoufand Men . 

Did triumph in my face , and they are fled. 

And till fo much blood thither come againe. 

Have I notreafon to looke pale, and dead ? 

All foules that will be fafe , flye from my fide. 

For time hath fet a blot upon my pride. 

uium. Comfort my Liege, remember who you are; 

Rich. I had forgot my felfe-Am i not King ? 

Awake thou fluggard Majefty, thoufleepeft: 

Is not the Kings Name forty thoufand Names ? 

Arme, arme my Name = apuny fubiebl ftrikes 
At thy great glory. Looke not to the ground, 

Te Favorites of a King : are we not high ? 

High be our thoughts : I know my Vncle Torke 
Hath Power enough to ferve our turne, 

But who comes here l 8 »ttr Sere ope. 

Seroope. More health and happineffe betide my Lieg c ^ 

» 
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(^Richard the fecend. 

Then can my care-tun'd tongue deliver him. 
ito^.Mine care is open,and my heart prepar d: 

The worft is worldly lofle, thou canft unfold : 

Say,Is my Kingdome loft . ? why 'twas my Care: 

And what Ioffe is it to be rid of Care ? 

Strives Bullingbrooke to be as great as we ? 

Greater hefliall not be : If he ferve God, 

Wce’l ferve him too ; and be his Fellow fo. 

Revolt our fubje&s ? That we cannot mend. 

They breake their Faith to God as well as us s 
Cry Woe,Deftru<ftion,Ruine, Loffe, Decay, 

The worft is Death, and death will have his day« 

Scroope.G lad ami ,that your Highneffc is fo arm d 
To beare the tidings cf Calamity. 

Like an unfeafonable ftormy day. 

Which make the filver Rivers drowne their Shores, 

As if the world were all diffolu’d to teares ' 

So high, abovehis Limits, fwellstheRage 
Of Bullingbrooke , covering your fearefull Land 
With hard bright Steele, and hearts harder then Steele : 
WhiteBeares have arm’d theirthin and haireleffe Scalps 
Againft thy Majefty , and boyes with womens voyces , 

Strive to fpeake bigge , and clap their female joynts 
In fliffe unwieldy Armes * againft thy Crowne 
Hiy very Beadfmen learneto bend their bowes 
Of double fatall Engh : againft thy ftate 
Yea Diftaffe-VVomen manage rufty Bills : ' 

Againft thy Seat both young and old rebell. 

And all goes worfe then I have power to tell* 

Rich. Too well,too well thou tell’ ft a Tale fo ill. 

VVhere is the Earle of Wilt {hire ? .where is Bagof ? 

VVhat is become of BuJhgZ whereis Greene ? 

That they have let the dangerous Enemy 
Meafurc our Confines with luch peacefull fteps ? 

If we prevail^ their hands (ball pay for it. 

I Warrant they haue made peacewith Bullingbrooke. 

Scroope. Peace have they fea'de with himindecde(tr.y 
Lord. ^ 
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The Life and Death 

Mich, Oh Villaines,Vipers, damn’d without redemption, 
Dogs, eafily-wonto fawne on any man, . 

Snakes in my heart blood warm’d, that fting my heart, 
Three Iudafles, each one thrice worfe then I ados. 
Would they make peace ? terrible Hell make warre,, 
Vpon their ipotted foules for this Offence* 

Screofe , Sweet love { I fee ) changing , his property, 
Turnes to thefowreft* and mo ft deadly hate: 

Againe uncurfe tbeir foules : -their peace is made 
\V ith Heads, and not with hands : thofc whom you curfe 
Have felt theworftof deaths deftroying hand. 

And lye full low, grav’d in the hollow ground,. 

.4®, is Bujlj, Greene, and the Earle of W iltfhire dead 
Scroepe . Yea, all of them at Briftow loft their heads- 
Aum. Where is the Dukemy Father-with his Power? 
Rich. No matter where, of comfort no man fpeake : 
Let’s talke of Graves,of W ormes,and Epitaphs, 

Make duft our Paper, and with Rainy Eyes 
Write forrow in the bofome of the Earths 
Let’s chufe Executors, and talke of Wills: 

And yet not fo ; for what can we bequeath* , , V 

Save our depofed bodies to the ground ? 

Our Lands, our lives, and all are BMmgbroekes i . 

And nothing can wc call our owne,but Death, 

And that fmall modell of the barren Earth, 

Which ferves as pafte, and cover to ourbeness 
For Heavens fake let us fit upoathe ground, 

And tell fad ftories of the death of Kings ; 

How fome have beenedepos’d, feme flaine in warre, 
Some haunted by the Ghofts they have depos'd. 

Some poyfon’d by their Wives, fome fleeping kill’d. 
All murthefd. For within the hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall temples of a King,. 

Keepes. Death his Court, and there the Antique fits • 
Scoffing his ftate, and grinning at hispompe. 

Allowing him a breath, a little Scene, 

To Monarchic,. be fear'd, and kid with lookes, 
Infufing him with feife andvaine conceit, 



of Richard the fecond . 

As if this Flefh , which walls about our Life, 

Were ‘Braffe impregnable : and humor’d thus, 
Comesatthe laft, arid with a little Pinne 
Boares through his CaftleV Vails, and farewell King 
Cover your heads, and mocke not fielh and, blood 
VVith folemne Reverence: throw away Refpetft, ' 
Tradition, forme, and Ceremonious duty-. 

For you have but miftooke me all this while 
Ilive with bread like you , feeleVVant, 

TafteGriefe , need Friends : fubjefled thus,* 

How can you fay to me, I am a King ? 

Car l My Lordjwife men ne’re waile their prelent woes.. 
But prefently prevent the wayes to waile : 

To feare the Foe ,fince feare oppreffeth ftrength, 

Gives in your weakenclfe, ftrength unto your Foe ; 

Feare, and be flaine , no worfe cancome to fight. 

And fight and dje, is death deftroying death*' 

Where fearing dying, payes death fervile breath. 

Anm. My Father hath a Power, enquire of him, 
Andlearne to make a Body of a Limbe* 

A/f/^Thouchid’ft me welftproud Bulltngbroo\e I come 
To change blowes with thee, for our day of Doomc ; 

This Ague-fit of feare is over-blowne. 

An eafie taskeit is to win our owne. 

Say Scretpe, where lies ourV ncle with his Power ? 
Speakefweetly man,althoughthy lookes be fowre- 
ScroopeMcn iudge by the complexion of the skie 
The ftate and inclination of the day, 

Bo may you by my dull and heavy Eye: 

My tongue hath but a heavier Tale to lay : 

I play the tortur-cr,by fmall and fmall 
To lengthen out the worft,that mnft be Ipoken, 

Your Vncle Torke is joyn’d with Bullingbrook * , 

And all your Northerne Caftles yeilded up. 

And all your foutherne Gentlemen in Aimes 
Vpon his Fatfion, 

Rich . Thou haft fayd enough. 

Belhrew thee Cofin, which didftlead me forth - 

F'3 { - Of 





The Life and Death 

Of that fweet way I was in,to difpaire : 

W hat fay you now ? what comfort have we now ? 

By heaven He hate him everlaftingly , 

Thatbids me be of comfort any more. 

Goe to Flint Caftle,there lie pine away, 

A King, Woes flavc,{hall Kingly W oe obey: 

That power I have, difchargc,and let ’em goe 
To care the Land ,that hath fome hope to grow 
For I have none* Let no man fpeake a gaine 
Toalter this, for counfaile is but vainc. 

Aum> My Liege, one word. 

Rich. He does me double wrong, 

That woundsme with the flatteries of histongue, 
Difcharge my followers : let them hence aw ay. 

From Rickards Night, to Bullingbrookes faire Day. Exeu 
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Enter with Drum and Colour s fiullingbrooky ^ erke, 
Northumberland-, Attendants. 

Bui. So that by this intelligence we learne 
The Welchmen aredifpers’d 3 and Salisbury 
Is gone to meete the King, who lately landed 
With fome few private friends,upon this Coaft. 

Nor . The news is very faire and good my Lord, 
Richard not farre £om hence, hath hid bis head. 

Tor. It would befeemethe Lord Northumberland, 
To fay King Richard: a lacke the heavy day, \ 
When fuch a facred King fhould hide hi s head. 

Nor. Your Grace miilakes: onely to be briefe, 
left I this Title out* 

Tor. The time hath beene. 

Would you have beene fo briefe wirh him,he would 
Have beene fo briefe with you, to fhortenyou. 

For taldng fo the head ; your whole heads length* 
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Vul. Miftake not(Vncle) farther than you fhould. 
?V.Take not (good Cofin) farther than you fhould. 
Lea ft you miftake,the heavens are ore your head- 
B»l. I know it ( Vncle) and oppofe not rr.y felfe 
A^ainft their will-But who comes here ? 

° Enter Percy • 

Welcome Harry : what, will not this Caftle yeeld ? 

Per. The Caftle royally ismann’d, my Lord, 

Againft thy entrance. 

Bui. Royally h Why, it contaynes no King ? 

Per. Yes (my good Lord) 

It doth containe a King: King Richard lyes 
Within the limits of yond Lime and Stone, 

And with him the Lord dumerle, Lord Salisbury 
Sir Stephen Scroope i befides a Cleargy man 
Of holy reverence : who, I cannot learne. 

Nor. Oh,belike it is the Bifhop of Carlile. 

Bui • Noble Lord, 

Goe to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caftle, 

Through Brazen Trumpet fend the breath of Parle 
Into his ruin’d Eares, and thus deliver : 

Henry Bullingbrooke upon his knees doth kiffe 

King Richards hand, and fends allegeance 

And true fayth of heart to his royall Perlbn: hither come 

Even at his feete,to lay myarmes and power 

Provided, that my Banifhment repeal d, 

And Lands reftor’d againe,be freely granted : 
Ifnot,ileufe th’advantage ol my power. 

And lay the fummers.duft with fliowers of blood 
Rayn'd from the wounds of fiaughter’d Englifhmen; 
The which, how farre off from the mind of Bullingbrooke 
It is, fuch CrimfonTempeft fhould bedrench 
The frefh greene Lap ot faire King Richards Land 
My (looping duty tenderly (hall fhew. 

Goefignifie as much, while here we march 

Vpon the Graffie Carpet ofthis plains 

Let’s march without thenoyfe of threatning Drum, 

That from this Caftcls tatter'd Battelments 

..rin / 
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Our faire Appoyntments may be well perus d 
Me thinkes King Richard and my felfe fhould meete 

With nolefl'e terror then the Elements . 

Of Fite and Water, when their thundering fmoake 
At meeting tearcs thecloudy cheekes of Heavens 
Be he the fire, lie be the yeil ding Water.; 

The rage be his, while on the Earth I raine 

My Waters on the Earth, and not on him. , 

March on, and marke King Richard how he lookes. I 
Parle without, and anfwer within ; then a Flourifh . 
Enter on the Walls ,Ricbard far hie ,A umerle, Scroop 
Salisbury* 

See, fee, King R iehard dothhimfelfe appeare 
As doth the blufhing difeontented Suane, 

From cut the fiery Portail of the.Eaft. 

When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 
To dimrne his glory, and to ftaine thetraft 

Of his bright paflage to the Occident. _ 

Tor . Yet lookes he like a King : behold his Eye 
(As bright as is the Eagles) lightens forth 
Controlling Majelty : alacke^alackejforwoe, 

That any harmc fhould ftaine fo faire a (how. 

p,ch. We areamaz d,and thus long have we flood 
To watch the fearefull bending of thy Knee, 

Becaufewe thought ourfelfetby lawfullKing; 

And if we be,how darethy ioynts forget 
To pay the awfull duty of our prelence? 

If we be not, fliew us the hand of God , 

That hath difmis’d us from our Stewardship, 

For well we know no hand of blood and bone 
Can gripe the facrcd handle of our Scepter, 
Vnlelfiehedoe prophane, ftealeor ufurpe* 

And though you thinke,thatallas you have done. 

Have torne their lou!es,by turning them from us. 

And we are barren, and bereft of friends : ■ 

Yet know,my mafter, God Omnipotent, 

Is muftringin his Clouds, inourbehalfe, 

Armies of Peftilencejand they fliall ftrike 
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of Richard the fecond . 

Your Children yet unborne, and unbegot. 

That lift your Vaflall hands againft my head. 

And threat the glory of my precious Crowne. 

Tell Bulling&rookefo ryond methinkesheis. 

That every ftride he makes upon my Land, 

Is dangerous Treafon: he is come to ope 
The purple Teflament of bleeding Warre ; 

But ere the Crowne he lookes for, live in peace. 

Ten thoufand bloody crownes of Mothers Sonnes 
Shall ill become the flower of Englands face. 

Change the .complexion of her Maide-pale Peace 
To Scarlet indignation , and bedew 
Hcrpaftors Gralle withfaythfull Englifh blood. 

Nor. The King of Heaven forbid our Lord the King 
Should fo with civill and unciviJl Armes 
Be rufht upon : Thy thrice-noble Cofin, 

Harry Bullingbrookefoth humbly kiflfe thy hand. 

And by the honourable Tombe he fvvearcs. 

That ftands upon your Royall Grandfires Bones, 

And by the royalties of both your bloods. 

a l l rr f nts ^ at Opting from one mod gracious head) 

And by the buried hand of Warlike Gaunt, 

And by the worth and honour of himfelfe. 

Comprizing all that may be fworne, or layd, 

Hiscomming hither hath no farther leone. 

Then for his Lineall Royalties, and to begge 
Infranchiiement-rinmediate on his knees : 
which on thy Royall party granted once, 

Jf § 1 u er j n S A ™ c s he will commend to ruft, 

•t* r a ” e ^^ ee< i. st oftables,and his heart 
d,o faythfull fervice of your Maiefty- 
This fweares he as he is a Prince, is juft, 
ndaslam a Gentleman I Credit him- 

! , Th'Kingraames, 

And in th C fi L 15 n S 1C welcome hither, 

Shill I thC nurn * 5er - ot his faire demands 
W& mpllflVd Wlth0Ut co ™adi&ion: 

* ch ali the graaous utterance thou haft 
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Defiance to the Tray tor and fo die ? 

^ No, good my Lord,let s fight w ith gentle words, 
Till time lend friends, and friends their hopefud Swords. 

Rich, Oh God,oh God, that ere this tongue of mine, 
That layd the fentence of dread Banifoment 
On yond proud man, fliould ta' e it of againe 
V V ith words of looth *• O that I were as great 
A s is my Criefe, or lefler than my Name, 

Or that I could forget what I have beene. 

Or not remember what I mud be now : 

Swell’ft thou proud heart > He giue theefcopeto beate, 
Since foes have l'cope to beate both thee and me* 

yiu. Northumberland comes baeke from Bulhngbrooi (f-.- 
Aicb.W hat mult the King doe now . ? muft he tubnwt? 
The King fhall doe it : Mud he be depos’d ? 

The Kino fhall becontented : Mudheloie 
The Name of King ? o’ Gods Name let it goe» 
lie give my Jewels for a fet of beades, 

My gorgeous Pallace, for a Hermitage, 

My°ay Apparrell , for an Almes-mans Gowney 
‘My figurd Goblets, for aDifhof Wood, 

My Scepter fora Palmers walking St afire, 

My Subjects , for a payre of carved Saints, 

And my large Kmgdome , fora littic Grave, 

A little -ittle Grave, an obscure Grave . 

Or He be buried in the Kings high-way. 

Some way of common Trade, where Subjects feete 
May howrely trample on their Soveraignes Head : 

For on my heart they tread now , whiled Hive ; 

And buri. d once ,why not upon my Head ? 

u4umerle , thou weep’ ft ( my tender-hearted Coun ) 
VVee’le makefoule Weather with de' piled Teares: 
Ourlighs, and they, fnall lodge the Summer Coine, 
And make a Dearth in this revolting Land, 
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Or (hall we play the wantons, with our woes,’ 

And make fome pretty match with Ihedding teares? 

As thus : to drop them dill upon one place. 

Till they have fretted us a paireof Graves, 

VVithin the Earth: and therein layd, there lies 
T wo Kinfmen digg’d their Graves with weeping Eyes ? 
WVould not this ill, doe well ? well,well, I lee 
Italke but idly, and you mocke at me. 

Mod mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland , 

What fayes King B ullmgbrool^e ? will his Ma/cfty 
Give Richard leave to live, till Richard die ? 

You make a leggeand Bullrngbrooke fayes I, 

■ Nor. My Lord, in the bale Court he doth attend 
To fpeake with you, may ir pleafe you tocome downe. 

X/c^.Downe, downe I come, like glift’ring Phaeton \ 
Wanting the manege ofunruly lades. 

In the bafe CoUrt ? bale Court where Kings grow bale 
To come at Tray torscal Is, and doe them grace. (King* 

In the bafe Court come downe: downe Court, downe 
For Night-Owies (Trike, where mounting Larks fhould 
Bui, What fayes his Ma/efty ? (ling. 

AV.Sorrow and griefeof heart v ® 

Makes him fpeake fondly, like a frantiekednato :’ 
Yetfieiscome* now- r n ii ; - . k 
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Bui. Stand all-apart, : ' : '- 
And (hew faire duty to his Maiefty. 

My gracious Lord- 
Rich. Faire Cofin, 

You debafe your Princely knee. 

To make the bale earth proud wrth kiilind it. 

Me rather had, my heart might feele your love, 
han my unpleas d Eye fee your courtefie. 

Vp Cohn, up, your Heart is up,I krfow, 

w S / h \§ h at leaftj alt hough your knee be low. 

2«AMy gracious Lord, I come bur for mine ownel 
*tZT°T C ? ^ Urs > and Tam yours, and ail. 

As mt r / ? bt ™ ne ’ ( ra ymoft redoubted Lord ) 

As my true fervice lhall deferue your love. 

G 2 Rich 



The Life an d Death 

Rich. Well you deferv’d: 

They well deferue to have. 

That know the ftrong’ft,and fureft way to get, 

Vncle give me your hand : nay, dry your eyes, 

Teares ftiew their love, but want their remidies* 

Cofin lam too young to be your Father, . 

Though yon are old enough to be my Hcire- ./ -:>/> 
What you will have. He- give, and willing too* 

For doe we mud, what force will have us doe. 

Set on towards London s 
Cofinjsitfo? 

j 50 /*Yea,my good Lord. . , n 

X»tf^.Then lmuftnotfay,oo. F/ourtJb, Exeunt. 
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Enter ^ueen^and two Ladies. 

<*)». What fport fhall we devbe herein this Garden, 
To driue- away the heavy thought of Care ? 

^.Ma^^we’leplayatBovvles. g, 

« 'Twill make me thinke the world as mil or Rubs, 
Andthat my fortune runnes againft the Byas* ■ 

La. Madam, we’le Dance. 

Qu. My legges can kcepe no meafure in Delighfis \I - 
When my poore heartno meafure keepes inGriefe.. 
Therefore no Dancing (Girle) fome other fport. 

La* Madam, we’le teif Tales, nr-o -Jlvl - 
^«.Offorrow,or of griefe? 

La. Of eyther Madam- 

Of neyther Girle, - rio ? • ’■ " ;> f 
For if of ioyjbeing altogether wanting, 

It doth remember mc the •piotc ohforEow : 

Or if of griefe,being altogether had, . 

It addes more forrow to my want of joy : 

For what I have, I need not to repeat; 
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£nd what I want, it bootes not to complaine. 

La. Madam , lie ting. 
gu.'Tis well that thou half caufe ; 

But thou fhould’ftpleafe me better ,would’ft thou weepci- 
La. I could weepe, Madam , would it doe you good . 
G)». And I could fing, would weeping doe me good. 
And never borrow any Teareof thee. 

Enter a Gardiner , and two Servants. 

Butftay, heerecome the Gardiners. 

Let’s Hep into the fhadow of thefe Trees. 

My wretchedne(fe,unto a Row of Pinnes, 

They’le talke of Rate : for every one doth fo, 

Againft a changejWoe isforerunnewich woe* 

Gard.Goc binde thou up ycnd dangling Apricocks. 
Which like unruly Children^nake their Syre 
Stoilpe with oppreflion of their prodigall weight ; 

Give fome fupportancetothebcnding twigges. 

Goe thou , and like an Executioner 

Cut off the heads of too fa ft growing fprayes* 

That looke too lofty in our Common-wealth J 
AH'muft beeven,in our Governement* 

You thus imployd , I will goe root away 
Thenoyfome weedes, that without profit fucke 
,Ihe Soyles fertility from whoicfome flowers. 

Why fliould we, in thecompafle ofa Pale, 

Keepe Law and Forme, and due Proportion, 

Shewing as in a Modell our firme ftate ? 

Whenour Sea-walled Garden,(the whole Land } 

JsfiiH of Weedes, her faiteft Flowers choakt up, 

Per Fruit-trees all unpruin’d,her Fledges ruin’d, 

Her Knots diforder’d ,and her wholelome Hearbes 
Swarming withCaterpillers. 

Gard. Hold thy peace- 
He that hath fuffer’d this difordef d Spring^ 

Hath now h.imfelfe met withthe Fail of Leafe* 
e Weeds that his broad-fpreading Leaves did ftieltes, 
Jnatieem-d, in eating him, to hold him nn, 

^epuud up, Root, and all,by Bnllm^brooke • 
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Tie Life and Death 

jmeane the Earle of Wilt(Eire,3«/^j<JW^, 

Ber, What are they dead ? 

Cavd' They are. 

And Bullingbvooke hath feizM the waflefullKing." 
Whatpitty isle, that he hath not trim’d 
And died his land,as we this harden, at time of yeare j 
And wound the Barke,thc skin of our Fruice-trees, 

Lead being over-proud with Sap and Blood, 

With too much riches it confound it felfe f 
Had he done fo,to great and growing men. 

They might have liv'd to beare, and he to tafte 
Their fruits of duty. AH fuperfiuous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughes may live: r - . 

Had he done fo,bimfelfe had borne tbe Crewne, ' 
Which wafteand id!ehoures,hath quite throwhe downe, 
.SVr.VVhat thinke you the King fhall be depos'd ? 
Card , Dcpreft he is already, and depos’d 
’Tis doubted he will be. letters. came laft night 
To a deare friend of the Duke of Att. 

1 hat tell blacke tidings- r> ' t 

^a.Ohl ampreft to death, through wantoflpeaking: 
Thou old -Adams likeneffe, fet to.dreffe this Garden : 
How dares thy harfh tongue found this unpleafing 
W hat Awjwhat ferpent hath fuggefted thee, ’(newes? 
To make a fecond fall of curled man ? 

Why do’ft thou fay King Bichard is depos’d ? 

Dar’ft thou, (thou little better thing then earth) 

Divine his downefall ? Say where, when, and how 
Cam’ll thou by this ill ty dings ? Speake thou Wretch. 

G’<ird.Pardon me Madam. Little /oy have 1 
To breath thefe newes ; yet what I fay ..is true; 

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
- Of Bullingbrook e, their fortunes both are weigh’d : 

In your Lords Scale, is nothing but hi m felfe. 

And fome few vanities, thatmake him light : 

But in the Ballanceof great ’Bullingbrooke, 
Befideshimlelfe, are allthe Englifh Peeres, ( 

And with that oddes he weighes King Richard down*- 

Foit 
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p c fi V oiuo London, and you’l finde it fo, 

I jpeasc to more,chen every one doth know. 

“ Qu. Nimble milchance, that art fo light of foote. 

Doth not thy Embafl'age belong to me t 
And ami Jail that know it ? Ohthou think’ ft 
Toferueme lad, that! may longeft keepe 
Thyforrow in my bread. Come Ladies goe. 

To meet at London, Londons King in wee. 

What,vvasl borne to this? that my lad looke 
Should grace the Triumph of great Bullmgbrookc ! 
Gardner, for telling me this newes of woe/ 

I would the Plants thou graft’d may never grow. Exit. 

Card . Poore Qpeerie , 16 that thy Hate might be no 
I would my skill were fubieil to thy curfe : ■ (world, 

Here did Ihe drop a teare, here in ibis place 
He fet a Banke of Rew,(l'owre Herbe of Grace:) 

Rue,ev’n for ruth, here fhortly ilrall be leene. 

In the remembrance of a weeping Queenc. ExitJ 



BmQuMtiSs Selena Prim a. 



£*>ter as to the Parliament , Bullingbreole^Aumer/e ftPPort. 
tbumbtr/and^P ercy fittzs-W at e r ^Surrey fiarlde fibbot 
ofWtftmintter. Ber auld.fi f pice r, and'Bagct. 

Hal Call forth Bagot. 

Now B:;vo : • ffee y Ipeake thy mind, 

VVhjrfhmj doff know of Noble G /afters death 
Who wrought it with the Kin gl and wlib perform'd 
me b oody o.hce of his timeieifc end, 

ag Ffien fet before my face the Lord Numeric. 

r' :orth and loo!{e l1 P on t!l3t 



ag. My Lora tAutnerle, I know your daring tongue 
^ojnes t° IIr) iay v^&at it hath once deliver'd- 
^that-dead time, when g /otters death was plotted. 
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*1 beard yon fay, Isnotmy arme of length, 

That reacheth from the reftfull Englifh Court 
As farre as Cal1is,to my Vncles head ? _ 

Amongft much other talke,that very time, 

I heard you fay , that you had rather refufe 
T he cfferofan hundred thoulandCrownes* 

Then BulUxgbrookes returne to England ; adding withall, r 
How bleft this Land would be,intbis your Colins death. | 
Aum. Princes and Noble Lords : 

What anfwer fhall 1 make to this bafe man : 

Shall 1 fo much diflioncur my faire ftarres, 
Onequalltermes to give himchafticcment ? 

Eyther Imuft,or have mine honour lpoyl'd 
With th* Atteindor of his flandbrous lips. 

There is my Gage, the manqall lealeof death 
That markes thee out for hell. Thou lyeft. 

And will maintaine what thou haft fayd, is falle, 

|n thy hearts blood, though being all too bafe. 

To ftaine the temper of my Knightly fword. 

‘Bul.Bagot forbeare, thou fhalt not take it up. 

Aum. Excepting one, I would he were thebeft 
In all this prelence,that bath moovd me fo. 

Fit*,. If that thy valour Hand onfympathies : 

There is my Gage, Aumerle , in Gage to thine : 

By that faire funne, that Ihewes me where thou ftand’ft, 

1 heard thee fay, (and vantingly thou ipak’ft it) 

That thou wer’t caufe ofNoble Glofters death* 

If thou denieft it,twenty times thou lyeft. 

And I will turne thy falfehood to thy heart, 

W here it was forgea,with my Rapiers poynt. 

Aum . Thou dar’tlnot (Coward) live to fee the day. 
Titz.. Now by my Soule,I would it were this houre* 
Aum.Fitzavater thou art damn d to hell for this. 

Per . e A timer le, thou lyeft : his honour is as true 
Inthisappeale,asthouartalluniuft.: ^ 

And that thou art fo, there I throw my Gage 
To proveit on thee,to th’ extreameft poynt 

Of mprtall breathing- Seize it if thou dar'il- 

° *Am‘ 
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r ^ w .And if 1 doe not, may my hands rot off, 

And never brandifit morerevengefnll Steele, 

Over the glittering Helmetof my Foe. 

Sur-Hy Lord Fitzwaterl 
I doe remember well, the very time 
Jurntrl ',* nd you did talke. 

Fitz,' My Lord, 

Tisvery true : You were in prefence then ; 

And you can witnefle with me, this is true. 

Sur. As falfe, by heaven. 

As heaven it felfeis true. 

Fitz,. Surry ,thou lyeft. 

Stir. Difhonourable Boy ; 

That lye (hall lye fo heauyonmy fword, 

That it fhall render Vengeance and Revenge, 

Till thou the Lye-giver, and that lye, doe lye 
In earth as quiet, as thy Fathers Scull. 
Inproofewhereof,thereis mine Honours pawne. 

Engage it to the Tryall, if thou dar’ft* 

Fitz,. How fondly doft thou fpurre a forward Horfe ? 

If I dare eate,or drinke.or breath,or live, 

I dare meete Surry in a WildernefTe, 

And lpit upon him,whilft I fay he lies. 

And lies, and lies: there is my bond ofFaith, 

To tye thee to my ftrong Corretftion. 

As I intended to thrive in this new world, 

Aumerle is guilty of my true appeale. 

Befides,! heard the banilh'd Norfolke fay, 

That thou Aumerle didft fend two of thy men. 

To execute the Noble Duke at Callis. 

Aum. Some honeft Chriftiantruft me with a Gage, 
That N orfolke lies, here doe I throw downe this. 

If he may be repeald,to try his honour. 

Bui. Thefe differences fhall all reft under Gage, 

Till Norfolk be repeal’d : repeal’d he fhall be j 
(And though mine Enemy) reftor’d againe 
To all his Lands and Seigniories: when bee’s return’d, ' 
Againft Aumerle we will infoicehis Tryall. 



Car- 



The Life and TTtath 

Or. That honourable day fhall ne’re be feene. 

Many a time hath bani Ai d Norfoi^c fought 
For Iefu Chrift,in glorious Cbriftian field 
Streaming the Enfigne ofthe Chriftian Crofle 
Againft blacke Pagans, Turkes, and Saracens: 

And toyl’d with workes of warre, retyr’d himtelfc 

To Italy , and there at V tnice gave 

His Body to that pleafant Countries Earth, 

And his pure foule unto his Captaine Chrift, 

Vnder whole Colours he had fought folong. 

Bui. WhyBifhop, is A Torforl^e dead ? 

.Carl. As fure as I live my Lord. 

Bui. Sweet peace condu&his fweet foule 
To the Bofome of good old Abraham. 

Lords Appealants , your differences fhall all reft under 
Till we afligne you to your dayes of Tryall. ( gage, 

Enter Yorke. 

Yorke. Great Duke of Lancafter, I come to thee 
From Plume-p'uckt Richard, who with willing foule 
Adoptsthee Heire, and his high Scepter yeelds 
Tp the pofleflion of thy Royall Hand. 

Afcend his Throne, defending now from him, 

And long live Henry, of that Name the Fourth, 

Bui. In Gods Name, IJeaicend the Regall throne, 
Carl. Mary, Heaven forbid. 

VVorft in this Royall Prefence may I Ipeake, 

Yet beft befeeming me tofpeake the truth. 

W ould God, that any in this Noble Prelence 
Were enough Noble to be upright Iudge 
Of Noble Richard-, then true Noblenefie would 
Learne him forbearance from fo foule a Wrong. 

What fubjevft can give fentence on his King ? 

And who fits here, that is not Richards fubjeif ? 
Theevesarc not judg’d,but they arebytoheare 
Although apparant guilt befeerie in them : 

And fliall the figure of Gods Majefty, 

His Captaine, fteward, Deputy ele6I, 

Anoynted, Crown'd and planted many yea res. 

.... . 
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^ ” 0/ Richard the feeond. 

Be judg’d by fubjefis.and inferior breath 
And he'himfelfe not present ? Oh,forbid,it God, 

That in a Chriftian Climate , foulesrefinde 
Should fhew fo heynous,blacke,obfcene a deed. 

I fpeake to fubjedts, and a fub/eft fpeakes, 

Stirr'd up by Heaven,thus boldly for his King. 

My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call King, 

Is a foule Traytorto prowd Hcrefords King. 

And if you Crownc him,let me prophecy, 

The blood ofEnglifh fhall manure the ground, 

And future ages groans for his foule Aft. 

Peace fhall goe fit epe with Turkes and Infidels, 

And in this Seat of Peace, tumultuous Warres 
Shall Kinne with Kinne, and Kinde with Kinde confound, 
Diforder,Horror,Feare,and Mutiny 
Shall here inbabiteand this Land be call’d 
The field of Golgotha, and dead mens (culls. 

Oh, if you reare this Houfe againft this Houle 

It will the wcfulleft Divifion prove, < 

That ever fell upon this curfed Earth, 

Prevent it, refill it, let it not be fo, 

Lea If Child, Chiles Children cry againft you, VVoe. 

A/orf/;. Well have you argu'd Sir : and for your paines, 
Of Capiiail Treaion we arrelt yon here. 

My Lord of \Yeftminfter,be it your charge. 

To kcepe him fafely, till his day of Tryall. 

May it pleafe you , Lords, to grant the Commons Suit? 

A«//.Fetch hither Richard, i bat in common view 
He may furrender : fo we (Rail proceede 
Without fufpition. 

y or. I willbe his Condwft. Exit . 

Bull. Lords, you that here are under our Arrcft, 
Procure your Sureties for your Dayes of Anfwer : 

Little arc we beholding to your Love, 

And little look'd for at your helping Hands s 
Enter Richard andTorke. 

Itch. Alack, why am I fent for to a King, 

Before I have ftiookeoff the Regall thoughts 



Whefe-? 




'the Life and Death 

Wherewith I reign’ d ? I hardly yet have learn d 
To infinuate , flatter , bow , and bend my Knee. 
GiveSorrow leave a while , toreturncme 
To this fubmiflion. Yet I will remember > 

The favors ofthefe men : were they not mine ? 

Did they not fometimc cry. All hayie to me ? 

So I tiA*s did to Ghrift : but he in twelve, 

Found truth in all, but one ; l>in twelve thoufand , none. 
God lave the King : will no man fay , Amen ? 

Am T both Pried and Clarke ? well then, Amen. 

God fave the King , although 1 be not he: 

And yet Amen , if Heaven doe. thinke him me* 

To doe what fervice, am I fent for hither ? 

Tor. To doe that office of thine owne good will. 
Which tyred Majeftydid make thee offer: 

The Refignation of thy State and Crowne. 

To Henry Rullingbrooke. 

Rich. Give. me the Crown-Here Cofin. feize the Crown: 
Here Cofin, on this fide my Hand, on that fide thine. 
Now is this Golden Crowne like a deepe Well, 

That owes two Buckets, filling one another. 

The emptier ever dancing in the ayre, 

The other downe , unfeene , and full of W ater : 

That Bucket downe, andfullofTearesam I, 

Drinking my Griefes, whilfl you mount up on high. 
Bui. I thought yon had beene willing to refigne. 

Rich. My Crowne I am , but dill my Griefes are mine: 
You may my Gloriesand my State depofe. 

But not my Griefes; dill am I King of thole. 

2«/.Part of your Cares you give me with your Crown. 
Rich, Your Cares fet up,doe not pluck my Cares down. 
'My Care, is Ioffe of Care, by old Care done. 

Your Care , isgaineof Care, bynewCare wonne : 

The Cares I giue,I have, though given away. 

They tend the Crowne, yet dill with me they day •* 

Bui, Are you contented to refigne the Crowne l 
Rich « I. no ; no, I : for 1 mud nothing be : 
Therefore. no,no/or I refigne to thee* 



of Richard^ fecond. 

Sow , marte me how l will undo, myfelfc 
1 „i,e this hcauy weight from off my Head, 

And this unwieldy Scepter from my hand. 

The pride of Kingly (way from out my heart. 

With mine owne Teares I wadi away my blame. 

With mine owne bands I give away my Crowne. 

With mine owne Tongue deny my facred State, 

With mine owne breath releafe all dutxous Oathes : 

All pompe and Maiedy I doe forfweare: 

My Mannors,Rents,Revenews,I forgoe ; 

My Afts, Decrees, and Statutes I deny : 

God pardon all Oathes that are broke to me, 

God keepe all vowes unbroke are made to thee. 

Make me, that nothing have, with nothing griev'd* 

And thou withall pleas’d, that haft all atclnev d. 

Long mayft thou live in Richards Seate to fit, 

And loonc tve. Richard in an earthy pit. 

God fave King /foa^.un-king’d Richard fayes. 

And fend him many yeares of funne-fUine dayes* 

What more remaines ? 

Nor. No more : but that you read 
Thefe Accufations,and thefe grievous Crymes, 
Committed by your perfbn,and your followers 
Againftthe ftate,and profit of this Land : 

That by confeffing them,the foules of men 
May deeme.that you are worthily depos’d* 

Kick Mud I doe fo ? and mud I ravell out 
My weav’d upfollyes? Gentle A’ mhumbtrland , 

If thy Offences were upon Record, 

Would it not fliamc thee in fofairea troupe, 
ToreadeaLe&urecfthem? If thouwould’d, 

There ihould’d thou find one haynous Article 
Containing the depofingofa King, 

And cracking the lfrong warrant of an Oath,, 

Mark'd with a Blot, damn’d inthebookeof Heaven* 
Nay, all of youabat dand and looke upon me, 

Whil d that my wretchednefle doth bait my fclfe. 
Though fome of you .w ith Pilate vvadi your hands, 

H 3 Shewin 
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Shewing an outward pitty : yet you Pitatet 
Have here deliver’d me to my fowre Crofle, 

And Water cannot wafhaway yourfinne- 
Nor.lAy Lord difpatch,read o’re thefe Articles. 
Rich, Mine eyes are full of teares,I cannot fee : 

And yet falt-water blindes them not fo much. 

But they can fee a fort of Traytors here. 

Nay,if 1 turne mine eyes upon my felfe, 

I finde my felfe a Traytor with the reft 
For I have given here my fbules confent, 

T’ undecke the pompous body of a King ; 

Made glory bafe,a foveraigne, a flave ; 

Proud Maiefty,a fubiedt ; Str.te,a Pefant, 

A Tor. My Lord. 

Ric^.No Lord of thine,thou haught-infulting man ; 
No.nornomans Lord : I have noName,no Title : 

No, not that Name was given me at the Font, 

But’tis ufurpt: alacke the heavy day, 

Thatl have worne lb many Winters out. 

And know not now, what Name to call my felfe.' 

Oh, that I were a mockery, King of Snow, 

Standing before the funne of Bullingbroohe, 

To melt my felfe away in Water-drops : 

Good .King, great King,and yet not greatly good. 

And if my word be rtcrling yet in England, 

Let it command a mirror hither llraight. 

That it may ihew me what a face I have. 

Since it is Bankrupt of his Maiefty. 

Bul.Q oe fome ofyou, and fetch a Looking-Glaffe. 
Nor. Read o re this Paper, while the Glafle doth come. 
Rich. Fiend, thou torments me,ere I come to Hell. 
Bui. Vrge it no more my Lord Northumberland, 

Nor. The Commons will not then befatisfy’d. 
R/c/a.They fltall be fatisfy’d : ile reade enough. 

When I doe fee the very Booke indeed. 

Where all my finnes are writ, and that's my felfe. 

Enter one with a Glajfe. 

Give me that Glaffe, and therein will I reade. 

No 
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No deeper wrinkles yet? hath forrow flru eke 
so manvblowes upon this face of mine. 

And made no deeper wounds ? Oh flattering Glaffe, 
Like to my followers in profperity, 

Thoii do’ft beguile me. Was this face the face 
That every day, under his houfhold Roofe, 

Did keepe tenthoufand men ? was this the face. 
That like the fnnne did make beholders winke ? 

Is this the face, which fac'd fomany follyes. 

That was at laft ont-fac’d by Bulltngbrooke ? 

A brittle glory fhineth in this face. 

As brittle as the Glory, is the face. 

For there itis,crackt in an hundred fhivers. 

Marke filent King, the Morall of this fport, 

How foone my forrow hath detfroy’d my face* 

Bui. The fhadow of your forrow hath deftroy’d 
The fhadow of your face. 

Rich, Say that againe. 

The fhadow of my forrow : ha, lets fee, 

’Tisvery true,my griefe lyes all within. 

And thefe cxternall manners of laments, 
Aremeerelyfhadows to the unfeene griefe. 

That lwells with filence in the tortur’d foulej 
There lies the fubftance: and T thanke thee King 
For thy great bounty, that not onely giv’il 
Mecaufe to waile,but teacheft me the way 
How to lament the caufe. He begge one boone. 

And then be gone, and trouble you no more. 

Shall I obtaine it ? 



£«/<Name it,faire Cofin. 

Rich. Faire Cofin ? I am greater than a King : 
For when 1 was a King, my flatterers 
Were then my fubiedts ; being now a fubiedt, 

I have a King here to my flatterer : 

Being lo great, I have no need to begge. 

Bui. Yet aske. 



Rich, And 



fhall I 



have? 



^TyeLife and Dedib ‘ - 

Rich * Then give me leave to goe. 

Bui, Whither ? 

Rich. Whither you will, fo I were from your fights.' 

Bui. Goefomeof you convey him to the Tower. 

Rich. Oh good: convey : Conveyers are you all. 
That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 

r Bul • On wednefday next, we folemnly let downe 
Our Coronation ; Lords prepare your felves* Exeunt, 

■Ahhtt. A wofull Pageant haue we here beheld. 

Carl. The woe s to come,the children yet un-borne, 
Shall fcele this day as fharpe tothem as thorne. 

jium. You holy clergy-men, is there no plot 
To rid the Realmeof this pernicious blot ? 

■Abbot. Before I freely fpeake my minde herein. 
You fhall not onely take the Sacrament, 

To bury mine intents, but alfo to effect 
What ever I fhall happen to devife- 
I fee your browes are full of difeontent. 

Your heart of forrow,and your eyes of tearcs, 

Come home with me to fiipper, ile lay a plot 

Shall Ihew us all a merry day. Exeunt, 
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Enter Quecne y and Ladies. 

^5. This way the King will come: this is the way 
To Julius Cafars ill-erre&ed Tower: 

To whofe flint'bofome,my condemned Lord 
Is doom’d a Prifoner, by proud BuUtngbroo^e* 

Here let us reft, if this rebellious Earth 
Have any refling for her true Kings Qjueene. 

Enter Richard and Card- 
But foft,but fee, or rather doe not fee, 

My faire Rofe wither : yet looke up ; behold* 

That you in pitty may diffolve to dew. 

And 
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of Richard the Jhmd, - 

And wafh him frefh a game with true-love reared 
Ahthou.the modell where old Troy did ftand. 

Thou map of honour, thou King Rtchards Tombe, 

And not King R ichard : thou moft beauteous Innc, 

Why lhould hard-favor’d griefe be lodg’d in thee. 

When triumph is become an Ale-houfegueft ? 

Rich. Ioyne not with griefe, faire Woman,doe not fo. 
To make my end too fudden ; learne good foule, 

TotHnke our former State a happy dreame, 

From which awak’d, the truth of what we are, 
Shewesusbutthis. I am fworne Brother (fweet) 
Togrimneceffity ; and he and I 
Will keepe a League till Death. High thee to France, 

And Cloyfter thee in fome Religious houfe: 

Our holy lives murt win a new worlds Crowne, 

Which our prophane houres here have thro wne downe. 

What, is my Richard both in fhape and mind 
Transform’d, and werken’d ? Hath Bullingbroobe 
Depos d thine Intellect ? hath he beene in thy heart ? 

The Lyon dying thru ftech forth his paw, 

And wounds the earth, if nothing elfe, with rage 
To be o’re-powr’d : and wilt tnou,Pupil-Iike, 

Take thy Correction mildly, kiffe the Rodde, 

And fawne on rage with bale humility. 

Which art a Lyon»and a King of Bealt ■ 

Rich, A King of beafts indeed, if aught but beafts. 

I had beene flill a happy King of Men. 

Good (fome time Queene) prepare thee hence for France: 
1 hinke I am dead,and that even heare thou tak’ft, 

As firm my death-bed, my la ft living leave. 

In winters teadious night fit by the fire 

With good old folkes, and let them tell thee tales 

Of woeful! ages, long agee betide : 

And ere thou bid goodnight, to quit their griefe, 

1 el ‘ c hou the lamentable fall of me. 

And fend the hearers weeping to their beds : 
rorwhy ? the fencelefte Brands will fympathize 
he heavy accent of my mooving tongue, 

' - , I And 
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And in companion, weepe the fire out : 

And feme will mourne in Afhes, Tome coale-blacke, 

For the depofing of a rightfull King. 

Enter Nerhumberland* 

North My Lord,the mind o iBulhngbroobe is chang’d. 
You muft to Pomfret , not unto the Tower. 

And Madam,there is order ta’neforyou : 

With all fwift fpeed, you muft away to Trance. 

Rich. Northumberland, thou Ladder wherewithaU 
The mount in a; Bullrngbrocke afeends my Throne, 

The time (hall not be many homes ofage, 

More than it is, ere foule finne, gathering head , 

Shall breake into corruption : thoufhaltthinke. 

Though he de vide the Realme, and give thee halfe. 

It is too little , helping him to all : 

He fhall thinke, that thou which know’ ft the way 
To plant unrightfull Kings, wilt know againe. 

Being ne’re fo little urg’d, another way. 

To plucke him headlong from th’ ufurped Throne. 

The Love of wicked friends converts toFeare ; 

That Feare, to Hate ; and Hate turnes one or both, 

To worthy Danger, and deferved Death* 

NorthMy guilt be on my Head , and there an end s 
Take leave, and part ,for you muft part forthwith. 

Rich. Doubly divorc'd.'’ (bad men) ye violate 
A two-fold Marriage ; ’twixt my Crowne, and me, 
And then betiwixtme, and my marryed Wife. 

Let me un-ki(fe the Oath ’twixt thee and me ; 

And, yet not fo , for with a kiffe *twas made 
Part us Northumberland : I, towards the North, 

W here (hivering Cold and Sicknefie pines the Clyme ‘ 
My Qjueene to France : from whence,fet forthin pompc, 
She came adorned hither like fweet may ; 
SentbackeHollowmas, orfhort’ftof day. 

And mu ft we be divided ? muft we part ? 
R*'r£»I,hand from hand(my Love) and heart fro heart* 
Qh. Banifli us both, and fend the King with me. 
North . That were fome Love, but little Pollicy* 
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«/ Richard the f etonl. 

Then whither he goes thither let me goe* 

Y~ tc h. So two together weeping, make one Woe, 

Weepe thou for me in France ; I ,for for thee here: 

Better farre off, than nere,be ne’re the neerc. 

Goe count thy way with fighes,I ,mine with Groanes. 

So longeft way fhall have the longeft moanes. 
■fi &. Twice for one ftep ile groane,the way being fhort. 
And piece the way out with a heavy heart. 

Come, come, in woing forrow let’s be briefe. 

Since wedding it, there isfuch length in griefe : 

One kilfe fhall flop our mouthes, and donbly part ; 

Thus give I mine,and thus thus take I thy heart. 

gy. Give me mine owne againe: ’twere no good part, 
TouKeonmeto keepe,and kill thy heart. 

So, now I have mine owne againe, be gone. 

That I may ftrive to kill it with a groane* 

R«r/;.Wemake woe wanton with this fond delay: 

Once more adieu; the reft let forrow fay. Exeunt* 



Scoria Seemda . 



Enter Torke,and hie Dutchejfe. 

But. My Lord, you told me you would tell the reft. 
When weeping made you breake the ftory off. 

Of our two Cofins comming into London. 

For. W here did I leave ? 

Dut. At that fad ftoppe,my Lord. 

Where rude misgovern’d hands, from windowes tops. 
Threw duft and rubbilh on King Richards head- 
« For. 1 hen, as I fa yd, the Duke (great Bulltngbrooke ,) 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery Steed, 

Which his afpiring Rider (eem’d to know. 

With How, but ftately pace, kept on his courfe -* 

^hile all tongues cri’d, God fave thee Bullmgbroche, 
You would have thought the very windowes fpake, 

1 2 So 
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"So many greedy lookes of young and old , 
Through'Cafements darted their defiring eyes 
Vpon his vifage ; and that all the vvalles 
With paintecl Imagery had faydatonce, 

Iefu preferve thee, welcome 'S ullm gbro ohc • 

Whil’ft he , from one fide to the other turning; 
T.are-headed , lower then his proud Steeds necke, 
Befpske them thus : I thankeyou Countri-men 
And thugflill'doing, thus he pafi along. 

Dutch. Alas poore 'Richard, where rides he the whilft? 
Torhe. As in a Theater, die eyes of men 
After a well grac’d Aclor leaves the ftage. 

Are idiely bent on him that enters next. 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious • 

Even fo,or with much more contempt, mens eyes 
Did fcovvle on Richard ; 'no man cridc, God favehim ; 
No joyfull tongue gave him his welcome home. 

But duft was throwne upon his facred head. 

Which with fuch gentle forrow he fhooke off. 

His face ftill combating with teares and (miles 
(The badges ofhis greefe and patience ) 

That had notGod(for feme ftrong purpofe)fteel’d 
The hearts of men, they muft perforce have melted. 

And Barbarifme it felfe have pittied him. 

But Heaven hath a hand in thefe events. 

To whole high will we bound our calme contents, 

To Bullingbrooke , are wefrvorne Subje£f snow, 

Whofc State«,and Honour ,1 for aye allow. 

Enter Aumerlf* 

Dut. Heere comes my fonne e/iumerle . 

Tor. Aumerle that was. 

But that is loft, for being RichardsYnend. 

And Madam, you muft call him Rutland now ; ! 

I am in Parliament pledge for his truth. 

And lading fealty to the new-made King. 

Dut. Welcome my fonne ; who are the Violets now. 
That ftrew thegreene lap of the new-come Spring 
Aunt. Madam, 1 know not, nor 1 greatly care not, 

God 
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of Richard the fecond. 

ftod knowes,I had asliefebenoneas one* - W 
' 7V.Well,beare you well in this new-fpring of time, 
t cart vou be cropt before you come to prime • (unsphs? 
Vfhat news from Oxford? Hold thofe Iufts and Tri- 
r ought 1 know my Lord, they doe. 

Tor. You will be there I know. 

Am* If God prevent not, I purpofefo. 

Tor .What ieale is that that hangs without thy bofome- 
Yea, look’d thou pale ? Let me fee the writing. 

Am, My Lord,’tis nothing. 

TV. No matter then who fees it, 

I will be fatisfied,let me fee the writing* 

Aum.\ do befeech your Grace to pardon me, 

It is a matter of final! confequence, 

VVhich for fame reafons I would not have feene. 

TV.VVhich for fome reafons fir, I meane to fee : 

I feare,I feare* 

Dut. What fliould youfeare? 

’Tis nothing but fome Bond, that he is entred into 
For gay apparrell againft the Triumph . 

Tor. Bound to himfelfe ? what doth he with a bond 
That he is bound to ? wife, you are a foole. 

Boy, let me fee the writing. 

Aum- 1 doe befeech you pardon me, I may not fhew it. 
T or. I will be fatisfied, let me fee 1 1 fay. Snatches it. 

Treafon,foule treafon, villaine,traytor, fiave. 

Dut. YVhat’s the matter, my Lord ? 

Tor. Hoa, who’s within there ; faddlemy horfe, 
Heaven for his mercy what treachery is here ? 

Dut. Why, what is’t my Lord ? 

T or.Give me my boots,! fay ; Saddle my horfe: 

Now by my honour, my life, my troth. 

I will appeach the villaine. 

Dut. What is the matter ? 

2V. Peace foolifh woman.- 
Dut. I will not peace, what is the matter fonne ? 
*Aum, Good mother becontent,it is no more 
rn my poore life muft anfwer • 
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Dut. 



The Life and 'Death 

*X>nt* Thy life anfwer? 

Enter Servant with Boots 
'Tor. Bring my Boots, F will unto the King. 

‘ But. Strike him Aumerle. Poore boy,thou art amai'd 
Hence Villaine,never more comem my fight. 

Tor. Give me my Boots I fay* 

But. Why 2V£?,what wilt thou doe? 

Wilt thou not hide the trelpafle of thine ownc? 

Have we more fonnes ? Or are we like to have? 

Is not my teeming date drunke up with time ? 

And wilt thou plucke my faire fonne from mine Age, 
And rob me of a happy mothers name ? 

Is he not like thee ? is he not thine owne ? 

Tor, Thou fond and mad woman. 

Wilt thou conceale this darke confpiracy ? 

A dozen of them here have tane the Sacrament, 

And enter changeably fet dowec«^xr hands 
To kill the King at Oxford* 

But . He fhall be none : 

Wee’I keepehim here: then what is that to him: 

Tor. Away fond woman; were he twenty times my 
fonne,I would appeach him* 

But. Hadft thou groan’d for him, as I have done, 
Thou wouldeft be more pittifull : 

Butnow I know thy minde; thou do’ft fufpeft 
That! have beene diflovall to thy bed. 

And that he is a baftard , not thy Ibnne: 

Sweet Torke, fweet husband, be not of that mind: 

He is as like thee, asamanmaybe, 

Notliketome, nor any of my Kin, 

And yet I love him* 

Tor. Make way,unruly woman* Exit. 

But . After nAumerle. Mount thee upon hisHorfe, 
Spurre poft,and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy pardon, ere he doe aocufe thee, 

He not belong behinde: though I be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as faft as Yorke : 

And never will I rife up from the ground, 



— — — of tuenaru thiftM. 

Till Buihnibeeks have pardon’d thee: Away, be gone, Exl 



Scxna Tertia. 



Enter Bu llingbrooke JP ercj>and other Lords . 

Bui. Can no man tell of my unthrifty fonne ? 

■Tis full three monthes lince/l dtd fee him laft* 

If any plague hang over us, ’tis he: 

I would to heaven (my Lords)he might be found. 
Enquire at London, ’mongft theTavernes there ; 

For there (they fayjhe daily doth frequent. 

With un-rellrained loofe Companions, 

Even fuch (they fay) as fland ip narrow Lanes, 

And rob our watch, and beate our paffengers. 

Which he (young wanton, and effeminate Boy) 

Takes on the poynt of honour , to fupport 
So diffolute a crew* 

Per. My Lord ,fome two dayes fince 1 faw the Prince, 
And told him of tbefe triumphes held at Oxford. 

'Bui. And what fay d the Gallant? 

Per . His anfwer was, he would unto the ftewes. 

And from the common’ ft creature plucke a glove 
And weare it as a favour , and with that 
He would unhorfe the lu ft ieft challenger* 

Bui. As diffolute as defp’rate, yet through both, 
Ifeefome fparks of better hope: which elder dayes 
May happily bring forth* But who comes here ? . 

Enter Aumerle . 

Aum.W here is the King ? 

Pal. What meanes my Cofin, that he flares 
And lookes fo wildely ? (iefty 

Aam. God fave your Grace, I doc beleech your Ma- 
To have feme conference with your Grace alone* 

Pal. Withdraw your <elves,*nd leave us here alone, 
^hat is the the matter with our Co fin now ? 

A urn 





slum.Vot ever may my knees grow to the earth, 

My tongue cleave to my roofe within my mouth/ 
Vnleife a pardon, ere I rife or fpeake. 

Bui. Intended or committed was this-fault ? 

If on the firft, how hainous ere it be. 

To winne thy after-love I pardon thee. 

Then give me leave, that I may turnethekey 
That no man enter till the tale be done. h 

£ ul. Havethy defire- Tor he within. 

Tor. My Liege beware, looke to thy felfe. 

Thou haft a Tray tor in thy prefence there- 

Bui, Villaine, ile make thee fafe- f eare - 

Stay thy revenge full hand, thou haft nocaufe to 
Tor. Open the doore, lecure foole-hardy Kino : 

Shall I for love fpeake treafon to thy face? s * 

Open the doore,or l will breake it open- Enter r 0 rl> ( . 

Bui . Whatis the matter (Vncle) lpeake,recover breath 
Tell us howneereis danger, ■ 

That we may arme us to encounter it- 
Ter. Perufe this writing here, and thou (Trait know 
.The-' reafon that my hade forbids me fhovv- 

^»*».Remerr.ber as thou read'll, thy promifepalft 
I doe repent me reade not my name there, 

My heart is not confederate with my hand. 

Tomi was (villaine) ere thy hand did let it downe. 

I tore it from the traytors bo!ome,(Ki g.) 

Feare and not loue, begets his penitence i 
Forget to pitty him, lea ft thy pitty prove 
A ferpent,that will fting thee to the heart. 

Bui. Oh heinous, ftrong, and boldconlpiracy, 

O loyall Father ofa trecherous Sonne : 

Thou fheere, immacnlkte,and filver fbuntaine. 

From whence this llreajtie, through muddy paflages 
Hath had his current,and defil’d himfelfe. > • \f 

Fhy overflow of good, converts to bad. 

And thine abundant goodneflefhall excufe 
This deadly plot, in thy digrelfing fonne- 
Tor -So ill a 11 my vertue be his vices bawd, 

.And , 
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.1 t, e (liall fpetid mine Honour, with his fliame s ’ 
*•” unfilede Sbnnes tbeir fcraping Fathers^ old. 
wine honour lives whenhis diflionour dyes, 
f! mv flam’d lifein his diftionour lies : 

Thou kill’ ft me its his life, giving him breath, 
XteTraicorB** 

Put -What boa ( myLiege)forHeavensfakelet me in* 
Bul.W hat ftirill-voic’d fuppliant makes this eager ay ? 
Pur. A Woman and thine Aunt (great King ) tis 1 ♦ 
Speake with me ; pitty me, open the doore, 

Abeeger begs, that never begg’d before- 
Bui. Our Scene is alter’d from a fenous thing, 

And now chang’d to thebegger, and the King : 

My dangerous Cofin, let your Mother in, 

1 know (he’s come to pray for your foule fin. 

Ter. If thou do pardon, whofoever pray, 

Morefmnes for this forgivenefle , prolpermay. 

This fefler d joyntcut effthereftrefts iound, 

This let alone, will all the rcftconfound-Taf^ DteteheJJe 
Dut OKing, beleeve not this hard-hearted man. 
Love, loving not it fei fe, none other can 
Tor -Thou franticke woman, what doft thou make here 
Shall thy old dugges bnce. more a T raitor reare ? 

Dut. Sweet Torke be patient, hears me gentle Liege- 
Bui. Rife up good Aunt. 

Du. Not yet, I thee befeech- 
For ever will I kneele upon my knees, 

And never fee dky that the happy fees. 

Till thou give joy pi vntili thou bid me joy, ■<. 

By fsxioninv Eutlar.d, myiranfgrefiing Boy • 

>. -^#j».VntomyMothersprayers,I bend my knee- 
2V(*.Againft them bethj my ‘true joy nts bended be. 
B>ut. Pleades heinearneft? Looke upon his Face, 
His eyes do drop no teares t-his prayers are in jeft ; 
Hisw-Ordscome frhmhis modtffjours from our breft 
He prayes butfamtl^and^woold b&dehy’d, 

VVeptay! with heart , and foule, and all befide : 
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His weary Joynts would gladly rife, I 
Our knees {hall kneele, till to the ground they grow* 
His prayers are full of falfe hypocrify, .r:<i inoro, 

Ours of true zeale,and deepe integrity's!! yrnc.-ft 
Our prayers do out-pray his, thenliet him have ili>f; ,:-r- 
That mercy which true prayers ovght to. have. • 

"Bui. Good Aunt ftana up. 

Nay, doe not fay (land up.' /; . 

But pardon firft, and afterwards ft and up.' 

And if I were thy Nurfe thy tongue to teach , 

Pardon fhould be the firft word of thyfpeecb.. 

I never long'd to heare a word till now: 

Say Pardon ( King,) let pitty teach thee how. 

The word is i'hortjbut not fo fliort asfwect. 

No word like Pardon, for Kings mouth's fo meet. 
Tcr.Speake it in French, (King) (ay, Pardon ve moy, 
"Dut. Doft thou teach pardon. Pardon to deftroy ? 
Ah my fowre husband, my hard-hearted Lord, 
Thatfet’ft the word it lelfe, againft the word. 

Speake pardon as’tis currant incur Land, 

The chopping French we doe not Underftand. f v ' 
Thine eye begins to fpeake, fet thy tongue there j *, 
Grin thy pittious heart, plant thou thine eare. 

That hearing howyour plaints and prayers doe pearce^ : 
Pitty may move thee, pardon to rehearfe. . . \ 

Bui. Good Aunt ftand up. 

Dut. I doe not fue to ftand. 

Pardon is all the fuit I have in hand. 

Bui - 1 pardon him as heavenihall pardon me; 

Dut. O happy vantage ofa kneeling knee : 

Yetam I fickeforfeare , dpeakeit againe. 

Twice faying pardon,doth not pardon twaine,. .. 

Bnt makes one pardonftrong. 

Bui. I pardon him with all my heart. > t -.'- 

Dut. A God e inearth thou art *; . c b j v > ?■ i • 

Bui. But for ®i& r trutty brother^in-la w , the Abbot; s u 

With all thc'reftiBf thdCconfortcd/creWjjudas'/ctq 9 ' 

2>cftrmftion ’ftraight fhali dogge them attheheeies* 7 ’/' 

Good 
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.Ex .Did ft thou not markethe King what words he Ipake. 
Have I no friend will rid me of this living feare .* 
Wasitnotfo? v 
L Ser. Thofewere his words. 

Ex- Have I no friend (quoth he) he Ipake it twice. 

And urg’d it twice together did he not ? 

Ser. He did. 



Ex. And Ipeaking ithe wiftlylook’donme. 

As who fhould fey,I would thou wer't the man. 

That would divorce this terror from my heart, 
Meaningthe King at Pomfret : Come,let’s goe, 

I am the Kings friend, and will rid his Foe. Exit- 



Selena Quartan 



Enter Richard . 

Rich. I have beene ftudying,how to compare 
ThisPrifon where I liue,unto the world: 

And for becaufe the world is populous. 

And here is not a creature, bntmyfelfe, 

I cannot doe it : yet ile hammer’ t out. 

My braine,ile prove the female to my Soule 
Myfoule,the Father: and thefe two beget 
“ generation of flill breeding thoughts; 

And thefe fame thoughts , people this little world 
n humors like the people of this world, 
for no thought is contented . The better fort. 




As thoughts of things Divine, areiotermixt jIohV Sc c ^ 
With fcruples , and dofetthe Faith it fell* , ; t r r: 1 .q z 
/ gainft the Faith ; as thus Corne littJe^oaes j a^d then 
3t is as hard to come, as for a -Camel! msdi 3vnil(i!%ai^ 
Tothred the pofterne of a Needles fcjre- Utwevf: 3 i- 7 
Thoughts tending to Ambition t ^theyjdQylojj-rljornauoY 
Vnlikely wonders ; how thefe vaine weake naiteav n 
Mayteare a paflage throughthe Elinty ribbes 
Of this hard world, my ragged prifonwailes j , j 
And for they cannot, jdyein their owne pride,- ' r.. I s -,p 
Thoughts tending to Content, flatter themfdves,:; fi • 

T hat they are not the fitft of Fortunes {laves, 

Nor {hall not be the laft. Like filly Beggars, 

Who fitting in the Stoekes , refufe that fhamc 
That many have , and others muft fit there;: 

And in thisthought, they find? a kind of ea Ce s 
Bearing their owne misfortune on the backe 
pf fnch as have before induc’d the like* 

Thus play I in onePrifon, many people. 

And none contented. Sometimes am I King ; 

Then Treafon makes me wifh my felfe a Begger, 

And lo I am. Then crulhing penury, 

Perfwadesme, I was better when a King ; 

Then am I king’d againe jand by and by, & 

Thinkethat I am un-king’d by Btillingbroo\e t 

And flraight am nothing*But what ere I am, Muficfa 

Nor I, nor any man, that but man is. 

With nothing {hall be pleas’d, till he be eas’d 
With being nothing. Muficke doe I heare ? 

Ha,ha ^keepetime; Howfowreiweet Mufickeis, - 
When time is broke , and no Proportion kept ? 

So is it in the Muficke of mens lives t 

And here have 1 the daintinefle of eare, on: .”1 p ; 

heare time broke in a diforder’d firing • <>' 

But lor the Concord of my State and time. 

Had not an eare to heare my true Time broke. 

I waited Time, and now doth Timewafteme t 
f or now hath time made me his numbriiig Ciocke j 
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x , , thoWbts are minutes ; and with fighes they tarre, 
S-re wa?ch€S‘to mine eyes the outward Watch, 
Whereto my finger like a Dialls point, 

Tc noyming (till, indenting them from teares. 

Now fir the found that tels what houre ids, 

Are clamorous gronfes, that (trike upon my heart. 
Which is thebell: fo fighes and teares, and gtones, 
Shew minutes, boures, and times : O but my time 
Runs poafting onjin BMtngbrsokes proud ioy. 

While I (land fooling here, lus jacke o th Ciocke, 
This Muficke mads me, let it found no more, 

For though it have holpe mad men to their w us, 
Inmeitfeemesjit will make wife-men mad ; 
Yetbleifing on his heart that gives it me ; 

For’tis a figneoflove, and love to Richard , 

Is a ftrahge brooch,in this aJl-hating world. 

Efoter Groome. 



Groo . Haile Royall Prince. 
i/c^.ThankesNoble Peere* 

The cheapeft of us,is ten grotes to deare* 

What art thou? And how corn’ll thou hither? 

Where no man evercomes.but that fad dogge 
That brings mefood, tomake misfortune live? 

Groo. I was a poore Groome of thy ftable (King) 
Whenthou wer't King,who travelling towards Yorke, 
With much adoo, at length have gotten leave 
To looke upon rty(fometimes Rioyall)mafteEsftcc* 

0 how it yfern’d my heart, w hen 1 beheld 
In London ihreets, that Corronation day. 

When Bttllingbrooke rode onRoane Barbary, 

ThatHorfe, that thou fo often haft beftrid. 

That Horfe, that 1 fo carefully haue dreft, 

Rich, Rode he on Ba' bary ? tell me gentle friend. 

How went he under him ? 



Groo. So proud !y,as if he had difdain’d the ground. 
Rich. So proud, that Bullingbrooke was on his backe; 
That jade hath cate bread from my Royall hand. 

This hand hath made him proud with clapping him* 

J K 3 VV’ould 



i?y 






Hu, 



d U . 

f-j i 

■ m 






Would he foot ftumble ? would he not fall dotyne 
(Since pride muft have a fall) and breake the cecke 
Of that proud man, that did ufurpe his backe? - 
Forgiveneffe horfe ; why do I raije on thee, inb.r.-on y. 
Sinco thou created to be aw’d by man 
W as’t borne to beare ?iwas not made a horfe m£ : a 

And yet I beare a burthcnlike an Affe, -J 

Spur-gall’d,and tyr’d by jauncin.g^A»^r<>^ 

Enter. Keeper rvith a dijb . 

Keep. Fellow, give place, here is no longer flay. . , 
Richslt thou love me, ’tis time thouwer’t away, 
Groo. What my tongue dares npt that my heart (hall 
fay. ' £ xtt, 

. Keep, My Lord wilt -pleafe you to fall too ? 
J?*V/>.Tafteof it firft,asthouwer’t wont to doo. 
Keep. My Lord Idare not : Sir Percy of Exton, 

Who lately came from th’King, commands the contrary. 

Rich. The di veil take Henry of Lancafter, and thee; 
Patience is ftaleand I am weary of it. 

Keep . Helpe, helpe, helpe. 

Enter Exton and Servants. 

Rt. How now? what meanes death in this rudeaflault? 
Villaine, thine ownehand yeilds thy deaths inftrument, 
Goe thou and fill another roome in hell. t 

Extonfinkcshimdcvm 
That hand, Hiall^urne in never- quenching fire, . , ;■ 

That flaggers thus my perlon. Ex ton, thy fierce hand,. 
Hath with the Kings blood, ftain’d the Kings owne land. 
Mount, mount my foule,thy feate is up on high, 

,Whif ft mygroffefldh finkes downeward here to dye* 
Ex. As full of valour as of Royall blood. 

Both have I fpilt: Oh would the deed were good, 
Fornow the divell.that told me I did well, 

Sayes that this deed is Chronicled in hell. 

1 his dead King to the living King ile beare, 

Take hence the reft; and give them buriall here^ E'}cit\ 
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